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fnttoductfom 



" Edmund," said the loving mother, 
To her little child of four : 

" Will you be both true and gentle, 
Me obeying, evermore? 

Will you be a man of honor. 
Neither steal, nor cheat, nor lie?** 
'*/ w/7/, mamma,** was boy*s reply. 



"Arthur,** said the patient mother, 
To the man of twenty one : 

'* Will you leave the path of evil, 
Be a faithful, loving son? 

Will you open snow-white pages, 
And with manly writings fill?" 
"/ will noty*^ said stubborn will. 



"Will you love me,'* said the maiden, 
"When myself I shall resign 

To your keeping? As your wife 
Will you guard me for all time? 
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Will you be my father, mother, 
Brother, sister; ne'er a rover?" 
"-Aje, / w/7/," quoth truest lover. 



Saddest mother to her husband: 
*' Will you think of hours so fleeting, 

When with future's door just opening, 
Both our eyes with love were meeting ? 

Will you help regain the losses, 
Standing true to marriage ban?" 
"/ will not/* said faithless man. 



**J will labor," said the thrifty; 

"/ will not,** replied the heedless ; 
"J will worship God," said love; 

"/ will not,** said hate, *' *tis needless." 
Thus the freedom of the will. 

By consent and by confession. 
Is a part of that great store 

Of universal man's possession. 



We are a part of all that has been. 
Streams of influence, extending through time, 
touch and are assimilated by all men. Abra- 
ham and Moses, Socrates and Savonarola, 
each have added increments to our charac- 
ters. We are products, and the multiplicands 
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and multipliers, issuing in these results, are 
all the influences and forces of man and 
nature, God and devil, which any part of this 
great universe contains. Creation is one: 
organity is not confined to the human race. 
One consistent Mind made one consistent 
Whole, and the rebellious fractions that have 
shot off* at tangents, are not yet entirely sep- 
arated from their great Original. The wheat 
and the chaff" abide still together. So good 
and evil are playing out their forces upon the 
arena of the human soul. The soul itself is 
the spectator and observer ; it sides with this 
one or that one in the contest, and chooses or 
refuses what it will. The intelligence of man 
opens its door and standing on the threshold, 
looks out upon the great field of history, and 
allows what messengers it will to enter its 
windows. True it ever is, that each human 
life is moved to its every action by some in- 
fluence. Whether that influence springs up as 
a tyrant, or is willingl3^ chosen as a master— 
we leave the theoretical settlement of this 
question to the pigmydescendants of the doc- 
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trinal hair-splitters of the middle ages. Hair- 
splitting is not a part of practical solutions. 
Common sense tells us that a King is en- 
throned in our will; that his scepter is mighty, 
and that its power can never be removed 
except by consenting abdication. Perforce, 
the whole universe is our field to graze in. 
Nothing exists to itself alone. All things 
exist for each other's existence. Animate and 
inanimate nature cause the heart, the sym- 
pathy and the imagination of man to throb, 
to reach out and to exult. Not much wonder 
is it that Henry Buckle, with a nature quick 
and imaginative, given much to observation 
and little to contemplation, and with a mind 
yet undisciplined by age, should have written 
his History of Civilization from the stand- 
point of nature alone, and made man to be 
the creature of purely physical environment. 
Nature is the drapery and the engine of God , 
replete with beauty and force, and the use to 
which man puts it, determines, to a large 
degree, his character. But there are other 
beauties and other forces. 
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These thoughts and those which follow 
were suggested to the writer, in germ, at a 
certain place and time, the mention of which 
may not be without interest. To his mind, 
the Valley of the Hudson is the cradle 
of American Poetry and Romance. Man^- 
readers will refuse to give allegiance to this 
creed : it matters not. For a distance of one 
hundred and fifty miles along the valley, at 
particular periods of the year, the traveller, 
by boat or rail, dwells in a paradise. The 
vestures of nature, surpassing every art of 
man, provoke a multitude of pleasing 
thoughts, and give a sense of active satisfac- 
tion, that crowds a year of enjoyment into 
the sixth part of a day. 

The month was June, and the vicinity that 
surrounding Tarrytown and Irvington-on- 
the-Hudson. For those who have visited the 
spot we need give no pen picture, and for 
others we will make no further attempt to 
portray the beauties of the scene. Lying on 
the brow of the hill, where the eye could reach 
for miles, inebriated with, passion for the 
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wondrous vision that stretched across the 
river and up and down, this common thought 
was uppermost: how powerful is beauty in 
culturing and forming the character of man. 
And then came the thought that the great 
majority of the race dwells afar from God as 
seen in nature's beauty — ^in the crowded city, 
on the barren prairie, in the desert and the 
jungle^and I said: God is no respecter of 
persons ; there are compensations. 

The venerable peak of old Christ Church, 
at Tarrytown, pointing heavenward, caught 
my eye. My gaze rested no longer upon the 
flower, the tree, the river, the palisades and 
other visions up and down the river ; all their 
beauty remained and was still God*s voice 
to me; but contemplation took up other 
thoughts. The old Church had begun to 
speak of the beauty and power of the invis- 
ible world. Thus the angel life and angel 
work among men was suggested. A.JiG. 
Indianapolis, 

Advent, 1897. 



/^NE day when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
tome; 
The best of all the treasures which earth can give 
to men, 
Is open-hearted friendship, deep-seated, everlasting: 
The greatest of misfortunes is, such friendship might 
have been. 



1. 
XEwo jf rten&0 of ©!&• 

^N the ante-bellum days of heaven, when the 
I whole angelic host was in perfect obe- 
^ dience to the Almighty, two spirit friends 
were constantly together; Gabriel and Beel- 
zebub. Impossible it is for mortals to con- 
ceive, in its entirety, the manner in which 
those angelic legions spent their time, in those 
eternal days, before man's creation, whose 
ministers they were to be. Among mortals, 
we know full well how friends may pass their 
time together in speechless language or in 
vocal wealth. While the great world is sleep- 
ing off its labor or debauch, they, rising earh^ 
ere the dawn of day, and cresting yonder hill, 
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may see theeast bathed in the mantling colors 
of the rising sun, while a million dew drops 
glisten like purest diamonds in the light of 
on-coming day, and all the birds that sing 
and all the flowers that star the elastic sod, 
speak of the one great God who made them 
friends. Or when the duties of the day are 
done and the great noise of the world is 
quieting into eventide, skirting the meadows 
and looking off upon the valley landscape, 
where the cottage and the cottager, the shep- 
herd and the flock, are fading out of sight 
with the receding day, their hearts grow sol- 
emn with the thought that even so their little 
lives are drawing to a close, and friendship is 
deepened by the meditation. Or when the 
rough and constant struggle for existence and 
daily bread has pressed upon them, and each 
to the other has lent the word of cheer and 
act of helpfulness, their friendship has grown 
sweeter and the common battle has enriched 
it. And again, when happy days have clothed 
all things with glorious apparel, how has the 
heart leaped up with gladness and the tongue 



• ft 
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been eloquent with praise for the gift of a 
friend : and so from life's sunrise to its sunset, 
through the chamber of suffering and to the 
gate of death, we know how mortal friends 
pursue their journey, and what delights and 
sorrows meet them on the road. But spirit 
friends, in the eternity before man's creation, 
when sin and sorrow were unrealized, and the 
limits of time and space unknown, did not as 
mortal friends, but in other ways, spend their 
endless days. 

Gabriel and Beelzebub, oft separated from 
the countless host of spirits, and passing side 
by side through what we mortals would call 
space illimitable, held their sweet concourse. 
Their talking was of the Most High, who in 
His power and majesty had called into being 
the great universe of beauty and had made 
angels for the contemplation and enjoyment 
of His creation. Beelzebub, most active of 
the twain, was touched with pride and high 
ambition ; and, as ages passed along, aspired 
to share the powers of Omnipotence. Gabriel, 
loyal to his God and faithful to his friend, 
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used all dissuasive gifts to prevent ambition's 
sin, but the great pride of Beelzebub, nour- 
ished by the touches of kindred spirits, broke 
into open rebellion. He and his followers 
were cast out of heaven, while Gabriel by 
God's appointment, became chief messenger 
from heaven's court to creatures whom God's 
purposes were destined to call forth. 

Then time began, and with it came man- 
kind's creation and the birth of nations. 
Then up into human affairs came, from the 
realms of Beelzebub, his fallen spirits to seduce, 
by wile, God's new creation ; then down from 
the regions of light, sent by Gabriel, came 
special messengers to minister to them that 
should be heirs of salvation. Evil, taking 
quick advantage of man's untested will, bore 
its temporary fruit. Adam and Eve knew 
guilt ; Cain committed murder ; and the crim- 
son marks of sin were seen wherever men were 
bom. Four thousand years rolled by and all 
this time the pitying angels, sent by Gabriel, 
were seeking to prevent and to undo the evil 
wrought by Satan. 
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Time goes on ; creation's new birth draws 
near. The movements of history are preg- 
nant with great promises. To aged Ehzabeth 
and the maiden Mary, Gabriel himself appears 
as the herald of a conquering King. Bethle- 
hem, House of Bread, rejoices in His birth; 
Jerusalem's stately temple receives Him ; des- 
pised Nazareth becomes His home; Jordan's 
waters with the Holy Ghost anoint Him, and 
Gabriel, voicing the Father's will, declares, 
**this is My beloved Son in whom I am well 
pleased." Then Beelzebub, grouping all his 
powers of darkness, sought to ruin with fair 
promises the recreation of fallen manhood. 
For forty days and nights the devil and his 
angels fought one sinless Soul, and failed, 
while Gabriel and his messengers came and 
strengthened the weary Son of Man. The 
King then declares His purpose and begins His 
work. His charter of Beatitudes and duties is 
laid down and all men are bidden to resist the 
devil and draw near to God. The weary, the 
heavy laden, the sick and the sinful, come in 
eager throngs to have their bondage broken. 
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Devils are cast out of those possessed and 
hasten back to depths of hell. 

Moved by still deeper hatred, Beelzebub 
nourished pride and hatred in wilful men, who 
crucified the Holy One, and hell rang out with 
wildest yells of hisses and approval. But the 
sinless life and the unperverted will, with the 
uncorrupted body, rise from the dead and set 
in operation the kingdom of heaven upon 
earth. Jesus lives while hell grows silent with 
amazement, and Beelzebub, conquered upon 
earth, slinks back to his slimy throne, intent 
henceforth on sending his evil spirits upon 
earth to harass and destroy the souls of men 
redeemed. So, Gabriel, after speaking to the 
men of Galilee from Olivet, returned to heaven, 
sending his constant messengers to earth; 
and thus the old-time friends for more than 
eighteen hundred years watched each other 
with unceasing vigilance, and then a change 
took place, and from the pages of that change 
we give to men the records which do follow. 



/^NE daj' when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
to me; 

The deepest degradation is, deliberate plan for evil : 
The highest exaltation is, true, systematic labor. 

For letting in the Holy One and driving out the devil. 




11. 
3Beel3ebub. 

ITTING on his uneasy throne at the close 
of a very warm and unsatisfactory day, 
Beelzebub thus mused with himself: 
**The reports which my daily messengers 
bring to me from earth are getting worse and 
worse ; hell is being cheated of her dues. I'm 
getting large additions, but not so many as I 
want, and far fewer than deserve to have their 
home with me. They tell me that one billion, 
five hundred million men and women are now 
on the earth, and that one third are nominally 
Christians. Of course I know that the greater 
part of that one third belongs to me, for 
being a spirit my statistics are more accurate 
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than those of mortals. On those portions of 
the earth called Italy, France, England and 
United States, they reckon all the population 
as disciples of the Christ. Pshaw! that 
reminds me of an old emperof called Constan- 
tine, who sprinkled water over all his people 
and dubbed them Christians ; but for all that 
very few of them deserted me. Why, in those 
countries I have named, and many others 
which pretend worship to the King who rose 
from death, nearly all the men belong to 
me ; multitudes of the women ; and, in many 
families, only a single child holds to the 
Christ; all the others, in the words of the 
Nazarene, are like whited sepulchres, which 
appear clean without, but within are full of 
dead men's bones and all uncleanness; they all 
belong to me. From my nicest calculations, 
it appears by these balance sheets, that about 
a hundred million souls on earth are success- 
fully resisting the overtures of my agents. 
That gives me fourteen out of every fifteen of 
the population. True, it is pretty fair for a 
generation's effort, and I must confess my 
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workers seem to have been zealous in mis- 
sionary enterprise, but my ambition will 
never be satisfied until I have them all, all ! 

** He whom I tried to conquer in the wilder- 
ness said, if I remember rightly His words; *I, 
if I be lifted up will draw all men unto Me; ' 
again, *him that cometh to Me I will in no 
wise cast out/ Aha! methinks He reckoned 
without me in giving utterance to such 
claims. Notwithstanding all the talk about 
that message of * peace on earth to men of 
good will,' my own message of hell on earth 
to men of ill will, has made great headway. 
The advantage is mine ; for easier it is to tear 
down than to build up. It seems to me that 
with hard labor, by the year 2000 I shall be 
able to claim all then living on the earth for 
my disciples. The thought is sweet as any 
thoughts can be to one in hell, and to accom- 
plish it 1*11 go again to earth and strain to 
their utmost all my powers. 

** But let me think where best to go. Many 
of the Christ disciples claim and teach that all 
who are unbaptized in the Holy Name are lost ; 
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they all are mine by concession, so with them 
I need not trouble. 141 go only to Christian 
lands, and there only in the Christian Church, 
and sow the seeds of doubt, discord and dis- 
content — the three great * D's ' of hell — among 
that small contingent which is still outside 
my fold. Ill touch the student life and lead 
it to believe that Christian faith is mental 
imbecility , and that science is the only god for 
virile brains. The family and community of 
peace, 1*11 stab with suspicion, and strifes and 
envyings will make them mine. 1*11 heap the 
riches of the earth in fewer hands, and make 
those hands miserly and mean, while the 
great cold, hungry crowd grows clamorous 
and brings on devastating wars; such as 
came in a place called Germany, some hun- 
dreds of years ago, when many of the feudal 
lords with thousands of their peasant serfs 
came trooping into hell. 1*11 touch the un- 
guarded life of youth and maid with daintiest 
shaft of hell's impurity, and as an angel of 
light, under afifection's garb, spread wide the 
curse of personal degradation. And many 
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other things I'll teach, in most attractive and 
alluring form, and cause so-called disciples of 
the Christ to write them in their books and 
teach them from the public stands. Poets 
and artists, men of commerce and of politics, 
philosophers and preachers of the word, shall 
all be ministers of mine.*' 

So mused Beelzebub, and, even while he 
thought, the preparation for his journey was 
complete, and leaving hell with cursed orders 
to the second ruler of pandemonium, he 
stepped into the upper light of day, as a fas- 
cinating, pleasure-giving, knowledge-seeking 
man. 



/^NE day when siii was sleeping, an angel whispered 
to me ; 
Fear not, when Satan threatens ; he has no power to 
kill ; 
1*11 ever stand beside thee, as messenger from Jesus ; 
And give thee in the hour of need, true strength of 
heart and will. 



III. 
GabxicU 

HOLY, holy holy, Lord God Almighty, 
which was and is and is to come. Thou 
art worthy, oh Lord, to receive glory 
and honour and power, for Thou hast created 
all things, and for Thy pleasure they were 
and are created/' 

So chanted the angels around the throne 
of the Almighty and of the Lamb. As 
the harmony of echoes sweetly died away in 
the corridors of heaven, other angel bands 
broke into sweetest song: "the angel of the 
Lord tarrieth round about them that fear 
Him and delivereth them : He shall give His 
angels charge over thee to keep thee in all thy 
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ways: there is joy in the presence of the 
angels of God over one sinner that repenteth ; '* 
and, as the anthem sounded round about the 
throne, it passed unto the earth in heavenly 
music. The self-righteous and the vicious 
heard it not, but the spirit ear of many a 
child caught echoes of the angel song; the 
meek and lowly, touched by they knew not 
what, sang and made melody in their hearts ; 
the sick and lonely , for a little moment caught 
respite from all care; he who was tempted 
sore and on the brink of awful sin, shrank 
back, moved by a power not his own ; while 
the weary toiler, staggering under his burden, 
felt upon his brow a soft breath which 
brought momentary rest. Again and again 
rang out the favorite anthem of the angelic 
choir: ** there is joy in the presence of the 
angels of God over one sinner that repenteth.'* 
Even as these messages of comfort and for- 
giveness were wafted to mankind, Beelzebub 
was planning his journey to the earth, and 
Gabriel, conscious of his every movement and 
his every thought, began also his pilgrimage 
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to earth, and what he meditated on the way 
in mortal language we record. 

** I see that my old-time friend Beelzebub is 
restless, and well he may be after spending 
eighteen hundred years in torrid zone. I well 
recall how ill at ease he was in hell in that 
long period between Job's affliction and the 
temptation of the Son of Mary, and this is 
longer by two centuries. I know his nature; 
and that a double motive takes him hence; 
hopeless hope that a little rest may come, as 
well as a desire to ruin souls. To foil the 
latter I'll follow him ; but gladly would I give 
rest to the friend of former days, but that I 
know, so far as the Almighty has revealed to 
me, there is no rest for pure evil ; and such is 
he and they who follow hira. 

** * Hell is cheated of her dues,' he says. He 
is a liar and the father of lies. No human 
soul is due to hell. All, from Adam to the 
end of time, have been redeemed with a price, 
the life of Him whom I named Jesus. Hell has 
no dues, and every soul that goes there is an 
added robbery of God. Only a hundred mil- 
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Hon of all who tread the earth to-day, does 
Beelzebub concede to Christ? one soul to 
Paradise and fourteen down to hell! What 
blindness and perversity are here! The Son 
of God said : * come unto Me all ye that are 
weary and heavy laden/ Are weary and 
heavy laden found only in Christian lands? 
Are they who say, * Our Father,' found only 
among those who have heard the Gospel and 
accepted it? Nay, in the Book held sacred 
among men is written this truth: *in ever3'' 
nation he that feareth God and worketh 
righteousness is accepted of Him/ Beelzebub, 
being evil, magnifies evil. I, guided b^^ love 
and pity, see more of God in man. To me the 
Almighty has not revealed the final issue of 
human sin, and so I feel it may be true that 
many human souls may find their final home 
in hell ; but then too, my privilege is to hope 
that the tender love of Christ will never 
weary in pursuing wandering sheep. Even 
so I hope, and therefore will not willinglj' 
concede to Beelzebub a single soul. To earth 
he goes in fair disguise, with purpose to 
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seduce the faithful. I will go before and follow 
on and hedge him in. Around the true and 
loyal will I weave a net of heavenly armour. 
Though they fall they shall not be entirely 
cast down. His thoughts and messages on 
printed page he may express by men and 
women of proud intellect, but I will cause the 
simple word of the child of faith to expose 
their fallacy and deceit. To .every chapter, 
which with insidious pen he writes, there 
shall be added messages from heaven. The 
doubt, discord and discontent of which he 
boasts shall serve as apart of life's discipline, 
so that they who endure and resist, shall 
thereby be strengthened and exalted.'* 

With this soliloquy, and taking leave of 
heaven's court, the angel Gabriel in human 
form descends to earth. 



IV. 

XEbe first Encounter* 

^N the earl^" morning of a May day, in the 
I year 1890, Beelzebub ascending and Gab- 
^ riel descending, touched once more the 
earth. The particular spot was a beautiful 
town, in New England, of from thirty to 
forty thousand inhabitants. An air of finish 
and self-sufficiency pervaded the place. Evi- 
dences of neatness and thrift appeared every- 
where. The well-trimmed hedges of the town 
and the symmetrical stone walls stretching 
to the country in ever^^ direction, seemed so 
many lines separating individual paradises. 
Bird, tree and flower all spoke of spring-time. 
The eye of Beelzebub wandered over the scene 
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of beauty, while draught after draught of the 
pure morning air cooled his fiery lungs, and 
he seemed to forget for a little while the 
object of his mission. But it only seemed so ; 
for, as the murderer in his happiest moments 
sees again and again the bloody form of his 
victim rising before him, so across his vision 
in panoramic scene, passed hell with all its 
horrors. His rolling eyes did blaze and from 
his lips went forth a hissing reptile sound, 
and the waking child in the cottage near by, 
sat upright, frightened at it knew not what. 

Wrapt in adoration, Gabriel looked out 
upon the same scene, and said thus to him- 
self: 

** How beautiful was the Eden of earth be- 
fore sin caused the whole creation to groan for 
redemption ; how beautiful, even now, where 
man and nature strive together in redeeming 
and subduing it. Before sin entered, it was a 
fit abiding place for sinless man; and once 
again, when sin is banished, man redeemed 
will find it his eternal home. A * new earth * 
is the promise to the saints, j^et yonder stands 
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their enemy and mine, filled with malevolence 
and bent upon hellish deeds/' 

At this thought the blessed angel raised 
his eyes to heaven, and with a sweeping 
gesture sent a universal benediction o'er the 
town. The frightened child sank back upon 
its couch in slumber sweet ; a thousand pleas- 
ant dreams touched the sleepers; the watchers 
by the sick, and the toilers rising early, 
thought for a moment and the thought was 
helpful to them all that day. 

It was Saturday morning. The Rev. SeeK. 
Easy having well breakfasted at nine o'clock, 
retreated to his study, in slippers and gown, 
and sitting at his desk looked out of the open 
window. Mr. Easy was well named. His 
appearance conformed to that of the town, 
finished and self-sufficient. For his own cares 
he had none, and the cares of others sat 
lightly on him. No thread-bare coat and well 
worn hat, no sacrificing wife and needy chil- 
dren admonished him of unpaid bills and 
future inability. Fortune had been generous ; 
into fair places his lines had fallen. Christ- 
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ianity had come to him, not as a comfort, but 
as a calling ; into his kingdom of heaven he 
had gone through many pleasures rather 
than through many tribulations. A well- 
groomed, well-fed, comfortable looking man 
was the Rev. See K. Easy, and looking at 
him the uninitiated might exclaim, **How 
pleasant it is to be good.** 

As his smiling face was turned toward the 
open window, the invisible form of Beelzebub 
glided in and sat down by his side. Now it 
happened that the parson was about to 
select a subject for his Sunday morning ser- 
mon, and being so well satisfied with himself 
and his surroundings, he gave utterance to 
this complacent soliloquy : 

**The earth hath put on glorious apparel, 
all nature is a picture and existence a delight. 
Why should men and women complain when 
the great God has given them such a dwelling 
place and satisfied every want ? The laughing 
philosopher was right, not because laughter 
relieves misery but because misery is imagin- 
ary. They who mope and call this world a 
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vale of misery are blots on God's fair picture. 
I'll take the subject of thanksgiving for my 
sermon." 

And so, guided by his invisible guest, he 
chose this text: **In every thing give 
thanks"; and guided by the same spirit he 
wrote a poem of a sermon — an apostrophe 
to nature. The "everything" in the text 
conveyed to him only the pleasures and 
delights of life. Beyond that line neither his 
thoughts nor his pen travelled, and there- 
fore came not into the region where the holy 
name of Jesus is oft repeated. The sermon 
was finished at a sitting, and the gospel of 
Mr. Easy and his guest was ready for the 
morrow. 

The Lord's day broke in perfect beauty, as 
if to add emphasis to the pastor's sermon. 
He had slept the sleep of the satisfied, and 
contemplated with pride what he would that 
day add to the sum of human happiness, by 
showing why none should mourn. 

Mr. Easy's parishioners were largely a 
reflection of himself, and he of them. Here or 
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there in the vast congregation peered out the 
face of a hungry- or sorrowful soul, but these 
were the rare exceptions, just enough to make 
good His words: **the poor ye have always 
with you/' The short service of song and 
prayer and Scripture reading was ended, and 
the minister, with a confident air, entered the 
pulpit and announced his text. No shade of 
care ruflled his features. He seemed the incar- 
nation of happiness. His pleasing thoughts 
found ready listeners, for the larger part of 
the congregation was made up of those 
** whole** that need not a physician. Here 
and there a man or woman looked sad and 
disappointed, and was the only sign of pro- 
test against the pastor's arguments. After 
reciting the many grounds for thankfulness, 
and showing how heaven had surrounded all 
with the means of constant pleasure, he flung 
out with fervid eloquence, these words : 

**They tell us, brothers and sisters, that 
*man was made to mourn,' and that the 
pathway of histor3' is marked with obstacles 
to human happiness; that a large propor- 
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tion of mankind must suffer while only a 
few elect dwell in the happy valley. I tell 
you that God is good and has made the 
beauties and pleasures of life for all, and all 
may take them and be thankful if they will. 
They who suffer, in poverty and misery, if 
such there be, are creatures of their own crea- 
tion. As for us who have tasted and seen 
that the Lord is gracious, upon whom have 
come seed-time and harvest, sunshine and 
shower, prosperity and health, we will in 
everything give thanks to God, and in Mil- 
ton's hymn, Upraise Him first, Him last, Him 
midst and without end.* We will turn away 
our steps from those who, having made for 
themselves conditions of poverty, sickness 
and sorrow,rrefuse to sing: * We praise Thee, 
OGod!*'* 

During this utterance a heightened pleasure 
seemed to pervade the congregation, save 
here and there where a tear of bitterness 
trickled down, or a bowed head spoke of the 
broken spirit and the crumb of hope sought, 
but not found. Within the door sat Beelze- 
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bub, chuckling with hellish glee, and ever and 
anon hissing to himself, **Well done! Well 
done! A good day's work for his reverence 
and me. The shepherd has cast off all the 
poor, and weak, and sick, and sorrowful, and, 
wandering alone, despair will drive them homje 
to me. So adroitly has he pleased the itching 
ears of his well-fed congregation with self- 
trust and confidence, and so slyly shown that 
all unfortunates are culprits, self-condemned, 
that he and his Christian soldiers will not 
save their souls by carrying cups of cold 
water, or visiting the sick; and so they are 
all mine, the * self-righteous ' and the * heavy- 
laden.' In Everything Give Thanks; ah yes, 
and so I do ! I will see the parson and his 
flock again in mine own kingdom, and 
methinks that other themes will occupy his 
tongue and other thoughts their heads.** 

As the devil thus passed judgment, the 
preacher drew to the end of his thanksgiving 
sermon, and, with e3'es and hands uplifted to 
heaven, uttered in strange and thrilling tones 
the closing words : ** We praise Thee, O God.'' 
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And then, as if moved by one common impulse, 
a deathlike stillness settled over the whole 
congregation. The preacher stood motion- 
less, with eyes and hands uplifted, while over 
his face crept an ever deepening look of horror 
which photographed itself on every upturned 
face. As they gazed, the preacher ^s counte- 
nance underwent a change; the tension of his 
face relaxed, the look of horror passed into 
an expression of infinite tenderness and sor- 
row, and the eyes, which a moment before 
flashed with joy of earth, were wet with 
penitential tears. He spoke, and, as if moved 
by an electric shock, **the weary and heavy- 
laden*' raised their heads in wonder. With 
increased eagerness and hearts leaping with 
joy, they heard the breaking of the chains 
which bound them, and saw the rifting of the 
clouds which dimmed their sight. This is 
what the preacher said : 

**0h, brothers and sisters, even as I spoke 
to you of earthly happiness, delight and 
pleasure, and the sin of poverty and sor- 
row, I saw before my e^'cs * the picture 
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of Jesus Christ upon the cross.* His bleed- 
ing feet and hands, the agony upon His 
face, and the thought that human ease 
and selfishness and luxury had nailed Him 
there, struck me with horror. The sight 
revealed me to myself, and as I gazed upon 
the Man, His eyes looked gently down on me; 
no harshness from them shone — only the 
yearning love of a great soul. The sight of 
them did break the ease and hardness of mine 
heart, and like lightning blast there passed 
through my mind the words, and life, and 
death of Jesus Christ. Poor was He and 
place to lay His head He had not, and yet 
not sinful. Lowly and neglected, hungry and 
thirsty, and yet not sinful. All the glory of 
the world was His and yet for His brethren's 
sake He laid it down. Born in a manger, 
toiling with His hands, weeping over sin and 
suflFering, touching our infirmities, denying 
Himself, dying on the cross! Oh, this was 
not a life of ease and comfort, and the disciple 
is not higher than his Lord! Never again 
shall my tongue preach a perverted Gospel; 



THE FIRST ENCOUNTER, 49 

never more shall the poor and deserted, of 
whom my Master was one, be the object of 
my scorn. Oh, men and women at ease in 
Zion, forget the false shepherd who so long 
has led you to the husks in a far country, and 
let us come as fellow pilgrims, into the land 
of green pastures and by the still waters, 
where the Lord is the Shepherd ! The scales 
have fallen from my eyeis, and to-day for the 
first time I see the widow and the orphan, the 
sorrowful and the penitent, and they are the 
happy ones of my flock, for the heavenly 
message runs : * Blessed are the poor in spirit 
for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed 
are the meek for they shall inherit the earth.' 
And I would pray for this congregation and 
our whole city, so blessed with health, happi- 
ness and prosperity, that this might be their 
perpetual motto : 'the rich and the poor meet 
together and the Lord is the maker of them 
air '' 

With these words the preacher passed 
from the pulpit and the church, but ere he had 
finished, Beelzebub crept away, muttering 
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horrible imprecations, and in his place 
appeared the blessed angel with radiant face ; 
for he distinctly heard, and many of the con- 
gregation, moved deeply by the preacher's 
words, caught distant echoes of the angelic 
choir, carolling^ far, far away: ** there is joy 
in the presence of the angels of God over one 
sinner that repenteth." 



/^NE day when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
to me ; 
The strongest power in all the world is heart of pure 
woman ; 
Graces of Blessed Mary, transmitted to her sisters, 
Kill sin, give love, and glorify all life of earth that's 
human. 




V. 



TLbc l^ouno XaMea' Semlnari?. 

HE parson's failure tosustain my gospel," 
quoth Beelzebub, ** was due, as I now 
see, to certain foolish sentimental teach- 
ing, received in boyhood from his Christian 
mother. Strange it seems to me, that men of 
brain and muscle will grow weak and babble 
about *the cross,' when the visions of their 
old mothers rise up before them. Like as not 
my enemy Gabriel quickened the parson's 
memory at a critical moment, and spoiled 
much of the effect of one of the finest sermons 
ever preached from my pulpit; and I fear 
robbed me of many disciples in his flock. 
Oft in hell have I heard it said, that mothers 
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are our greatest enemies. Curses on them all ! 
Would that I might have smitten with hell's 
darkest blight that meek-faced Mother of the 
Child, who, ever since that birth at Bethlehem, 
has stood out as the one example for woman- 
kind. It is told to me that many mothers, 
even weary with the toil of the day, will not 
seek repose, till, gathering around their knees 
or on their breasts their little ones, they tell and 
sing to them in simple language the life and 
words of this Jesus whom they worship. And 
the effect of this lingers like disease in the 
blood, and bears fruit long afterwards. 
Would that I might mingle vilest poison with 
the milk of the mothers' breasts, and breed in 
their offspring such natures as would add 
lustre to my court in hell. If I control the 
fountain of mankind, all that flow from it 
will come to me. I will take me to the 
daughters of the earth, who in the fickle 
period of their youth are caught by glare and 
promises, and will so fill them with the love 
of self and pleasures, and the delights of wan- 
dering affections, as to damn their nascent 
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motherhood with indifFerence to their chil- 
dren's characters. A poodle shall be dearer 
than a babe, and a ball-room sweeter than 
children's arms around their necks. Let sim- 
pering parsons weep like silly wenches, and 
blow their breath with maudlin words about 
*the cross, the poor and the heavy laden.' 
Give me the mothers and I'll outdo them yet ; 
and the year two thousand will see hell over- 
flowing." 

Now admit we must that Satan's reasonr 
ing was very practical. No obstacles inter- 
vening, the results which he pictured would 
inevitably follow. But evil is always short- 
sighted ; so bent is it upon its one fell purpose 
that its width of vision is narrowed. There- 
fore evil, checked and thwarted, falls back and 
intensifies its own chaos. 

But let us follow Beelzebub in the execution 
of his plan. Hard were it to choose a better 
spot than that towards which he turned his 
wicked face. 

Not many hundred miles from the town 
where parson Easy had preached his double 
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sermon, was a seminary for young ladies, 
kept there for many years by two maiden 
sisters, the Misses E. Lite and P. 0. Lite. A 
highly respectable school it was. Christian in 
name, which boasted among its hundred 
pupils the daughters of many wealthy families 
from distant towns. The Misses Lite set 
forth in their annual prospectus the double 
claim of giving **to their pupils elegance of 
finish for society, coupled with those Christian 
graces which are the only true crown of all 
true womanhood.** 

This is the double claim of many so-called 
Christian schools, but the ** elegance of 
finish** takes first place, while the ** crown 
of true womanhood** comes in for the fag 
ends of time and attention. 

Into this seminary comes Beelzebub and 
finds, already prepared, soil for his hellish 
seed. 

Around a lovely girl he weaves his net and 
nourishes in her mind, the seed of pride; in her 
will, self-sufl5ciency ; in her heart, insensibility 
to human suffering. Graceful as a lily, with 
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physical life fresh and beautiful as a rose, eyes 
that could dance with joy, and a queenly 
charm of manner that compelled the admira- 
tion of even those whom she insulted and des- 
pised : this was Grace Wentworth ; bom and 
reared in wealth ; the child of self will ; sym- 
pathy deadened; possessed of a devil. 

Oh, beauty, wealth and ease, how many 
times have you opened the hearts of young 
girls for the entering in of the devil ! 

It was early in May, the summer vacation 
coming on, and all that year Grace had looked 
forward to the June day when she would sail 
to join her parents for a summer amid the 
gaieties of European cities. Proud and 
haughty, she admitted but a few of the 
hundred pupils to her intimacy, but nearly all 
of them, from various motives, acknowledged 
her as a leader, and paid the sincerest flattery 
by imitation. 

Mary Gray, whose young life had not been 
eased by wealth or worldly pleasures, saw 
the narrow path of duty and in it walked. 
The devil stood by Grace, and the angel of 
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patience walked with Mary. Needless and 
uncalled for were the stinging words which 
passed from the vain to the humble maiden. 
The wayward girl had yielded herself as the 
medium of Beelzebub, and even as the Cruci- 
fied said to His enemies, so Mary could say 
of Grace, that she knew not what she did. 
Mary was not a bright and shining light, 
destined to stand out as a great heroine ; she 
was simply a plain, sensible, loving girl, with 
Christ in her, and willing to bear a cross 
and do a duty. The heaviest burden on her 
heart was the daily knowledge that many 
daughters of the school were being hardened 
in pride, self-will and vanity by one poor, 
blind girl. The days went on, Beelzebub 
being there, and ever ready with his fiendish 
aid to poison the nascent womanhood of 
some hundred girls. 

Then on a certain morning a malignant 
disease laid hold of Grace, and a frightened 
hush fell upon the school. The sick girl was 
placed in an isolated room, and no one paid 
much heed when Mary sought and begged the 
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privilege of being nurse- There can be no 
richer moment in a young girl's life, than 
when she makes sweet sacrifice for another 
girl from whom she has received insults and 
persecution. With great joy Mai-y entered 
upon her work of love, knowing that life 
depended upon faithful nursing. After a strain 
of ten days and nights, the crisis passed, and 
the proud and haughty girl lay as one dead. 
It was very early of a morning, after the 
restlessness of a hot night ; the loving nurse 
had just given the sick girl a refreshing bath, 
and was sitting by an open window, where 
she could see the quiet form and half-closed 
eyes of the one whose life she had saved ; and 
then of a sudden the blessed Angel completed 
the victory, and God's will was done ; for a 
great sob broke the stillness, and from the 
poor girl's lips came the one word, ** Mary ! " 
And then, as in the stillness of that other early 
morning, in the blessed garden, when the 
Master spoke the one word, ** Mary ! " and in 
its speaking revealed Himself, so now the pa- 
tient watcher saw and heard, in the utterance 
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of her name, tokens, of the Master's presence. 
Quietly kneeling by the bedside, and laying 
her head on Grace Wentworth's heart, tears 
of penitence and joy mingled ; and the early 
stin peeping in at the window, turned them into 
diamonds. A great peace flooded the room, 
and the new-found sisters heard not the awful 
maledictions of hell's king, as he took his 
trailing curses from the precincts of the school. 
Oh, blessed tyranny of Christ, which frees Thy 
children from selfishness and pride, and links 
the heart of fortune's child with that of the 
meek and lowly ! 

The Misses Lite may now in truth and 
confidence send forth their autumn message, 
bidding daughters to their school; for ** those 
Christian graces which are the true crown of 
all true womanhood," will find their incarna- 
tion there. So in the early mom we leave the 
girls with the great Presence in the room ; and 
as Mary tenderly caresses her dearest friend 
(dearest because bom of agony), she sweetly 
breathes her oft repeated prayer : 
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'*0 everlasting God y who bast ordained and 
constituted the services of Angels and men in 
a wonderful order; mercifully grant that, as 
Thy holy Angels always do Thee service in 
heaven, so by Thy appointment, they may 
succour and defend us on earth; through 
Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.^^ 

And the air seemed vibrant with music, 
which seemed to say : ** and holy is His name ; 
and His mercy is on them that fear Him, 
throughout all generations. He hath showed 
strength with His arm: He hath scattered the 
proud in the imagination of their hearts. He 
hath put down the mighty from their seat, 
and hath exalted the humble and meek.*^ 



/^NE day when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
tome; 

Sin ever tries to crucify all that is best and highest ; 
But if thou wilt be brave, to end of pilgrim journey, 

Thou leadest to eternal life, although by sin thou diest. 



VI. 

Tlo Oban S>ietb to Hi mselt 

**To weary hearts, to mourning homes, 
God*s meekest Angel gently comes : 
No power has he to banish pain, 
Or g^ve us back our lost again. 
And yet in tenderest love, our dear 
And heavenly Father sends him here.*' 

HUS far in observation we have witnessed 
the triumphs of Gabriel over Satan. 
May we trust that at last, far off, each 
contest between good and evil will thus end 
in glory? The wider hope is sweet and the 
heavenly vision inspiring on life's journey. 
Gladly would every earnest soul believe that 
God's will — desire — should not be foiled, and 




66 GABRIEL'S WOOISG. 

that the Light which gleamed from the open 
tomb should find entrance into every life; and 
yet the knowledge of man's deceitful heart 
and persistent sin, makes hope to doubt and 
causes clouds of darkness to rise between it and 
the glorious vision of restoration. No sin is 
it to cherish a widened hope, but sin it is to 
go beyond the revelation of the Scriptures, 
and teach as absolute, the ultimate salvation 
of every soul. Ours it is to enrich the present 
moment, believing with men of old that **he 
who goes upon his way bearing precious seed 
shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, 
bringing his sheaves with him.*' Hereon rests 
our reasonable hope; that the inherent ele- 
ments of good are constructive and therefore 
inspiring; but the forces of all evil are 
destructive, and so in the end, oppressive and 
discouraging. Will the vanity, chaos and 
futility of sin against God, ever weary its 
starving followers into repentance and peace? 
Will the ever increasing hunger and thirst of 
those who seek to break down innocence and 
feed themselves on the devil's husks, by their 
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very weight and bitterness, drive the prodigals 
back to their Father's house? Hidden from 
us pilgrims here is the final solution of all 
those mighty problems which fill, to eager- 
ness, the thoughtful minds of those who seek 
to know and to do the Redeemer's will. Yet 
the glint of heaven's sun on the troubled 
waters of life's sea, is sufficient to sustain 
one in the struggle against despair. 

" True hope is swift, 
And flies on swallows* wings, 
Kings it makes gods, 
And meaner creatures kings." 

It is not the purpose of this narrative to 
sing of hell's apparent conquests. The omni- 
potence of Jehovah and the ministration of 
His blessed angels is the theme; and on this 
adamantine rock we stand : 

Love hopeth all things ; love rejoiceth not 
in iniquity. Quick is love to detect the feeblest 
response to the divine, in the bruised reed and 
smoking flax of humanity, and eager is it to 
believe in the growth and benediction of that 
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response. The kingdom of heaven is within 
you ; the kingdom of heaven is as a grain of 
mustard seed; and who can tell to what 
mighty proportions that seed's plant may 
grow ? That little seed which falls anon into 
the soil of every life I Perhaps it came first in 
the silent midnight watches, when the loAly 
soul, hKfset by Satan, was struggling under its 
burden, its doubt and its sin. A touch of 
peace was its first manifestation ; its propa- 
gating power increased, as brooklets widen 
into rivers, until the whole life became radiant 
with hope. And then what? According to 
the law that no man liveth unto himself, that 
life became a new centre of radiating power, 
and the angels sang again their h^-mns of 
praise. This much may we without doubt 
believe; that the Almighty never commands 
his laborers to struggle toward an end impos- 
sible of attainment. The inclusiveness of His 
mighty love sweeps to the uttermost bounds 
of humanity. For the inclusiveness and per- 
fection of His kingdom, He bids us labor, and 
to that end the holy angels minister. 
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Such an atmosphere of peace, good will 
and holiness pervade the seminary where the 
Misses Lite carry on their work, that many a 
year must pass and memory become very dull 
ere Satan can re-enter there. With curses on 
the girl who by her silly sacrifice and love had 
foiled the king of hell, he took another flight. 
Leaving for a time the attempt to poison 
youth and damn the coming motherhood of 
the holy Virgin's sisters, he hissed this text of 
holy writ: **I will smite the Shepherd, and 
the sheep shall be scattered ; " and forthwith 
laid his plot to ruin the life and work of a 
holy man. 

How different from the lot of the Rev. See K. 
Easy was that of his brother in the ministry, 
John Newland. From youth, the law of 
John's life had been honest labor, and that, as 
a sacrament of nature, had helped to open 
the windows of his soul. He was not moved 
to the sacred ministry as some men claim to 
be, by the almost audible voice of God, nor 
by the outward respectability with which 
such an office would surround him. Toiling 
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as he did in company with the poor of earth, 
and touched by the infirmities and sins of his 
brethren, an increasing and profound convic- 
tion took possession of him, that the Gospel 
of God*s Son and man's Brother, is the only 
. power that can harmonize and save mankind. 
Led by the power of this creed he found him- 
self, by the will of God, numbered among the 
pastors of the flock. His labors were begun 
in the newer country of the West, so unlike the 
finished conditions of New England. In the 
West, the speedy acquisition of wealth had 
suddenly shifted the positions of men and 
women. Ignorance and poverty ascended the 
throne of wealth and influence, and the worst 
of all tyrannical conditions was witnessed, 
that of servants suddenly becoming rulers. 
Church and State alike were dominated by 
wills of pride and wealth unsanctified, and 
those inevitable concomitants of new settle- 
ments and sudden prosperity, the social sins, 
sat unblushingly in civil courts and in the 
House of God. His evil spirits had already 
done good work for him, but hither comes 
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also Beelzebub himself to choke the seed of 
John Newland with his tares from hell. 
Twelve months had the pastor prayed and 
worked. Some faithful souls he found. The 
children, the sick and a few penitent sinners 
were his friends; otherwise the year had 
shown but little in common between the pas- 
tor and the blinded flock. With a prophet's 
eye, he had realized from the beginning that 
no power save the heavy hand of God could 
break the crust of pride and sin that ruled his 
people; some angel must needs come down 
and stir deep and long the pool of sin before 
the waters of life could enter there, and wash 
away the manifold impurities. He had begun 
his work calmly and without haste; not that 
he was indifferent to sin, but, believing that 
to God alone belongs the prerogative of 
sudden judgment, and that man should earn 
his title among his fellow-men before standing 
among them as a judge, he waited for twelve 
long months amid indiff*erence, selfishness, 
injustice and tyranny. His pulpit utterances 
were of love and gentleness, and, with but 
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few exceptions in the pews, were as pearls cast 
before swine. ** A pious and inoflfensiveman/* 
was the judgment of the world. Little did 
they know what a fire was slumbering beneath 
that gentleness. The time had come. John 
Newland could no longer hold his peace. The 
Sunday following must hear a message from 
his lips, such as the town had never dreamed 
of. In a little upper room, called his study, 
kneeled the pastor, and like one of old 
wrestled with God in pra^^er. Then seated at 
his desk he opened wide the Bible and these 
words spoke out to him: **Ye serpents, ye 
generation of vipers, how can ye escape the 
damnation of hell? *' Moved with righteous 
indignation, long pent up, John Newland 
wrote him out the text, and then began the 
sermon. At that very moment the devil 
stepped into the room to begin his work of 
ruin. Glancing over the pastor's shoulder, he 
read the text and then : 

**Aha! my friend, you need no help from 
me if that is to be your Sunday's message. 
Fool! to risk your place and peace of mind by 
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hurling that firebrand of hell among your 
people. Oh ! what glee will be for me and 
mine, when you have done with your stilted 
sermon on justice and morality! To call 
your little lambs and pious sheep serpents and 
vipers! Hell has no comer richer in clamor 
and damnation than you will have right here, 
when you have preached that sermon, which 
will merit the applause of all pandemonium.*' 

A heightened color stood upon the pastor's 
cheek, his eye was bright; his breath came 
quick, and his pen ran rapidly on in scathing 
utterances. 

"Passing good,*' quoth Satan, as his eye 
took in each burning sentence, ** all you write 
is true, too true for your dear people. There 
is where I fault these puny preachers; they 
deal in gentle platitudes, which keep the peo- 
ple confessing God. If all would write their 
sermons from these stirring texts, the people 
would rebel and go. to hell, rather than meek- 
ly sit and acknowledge their meanness and 
their own sins. That is right, my boy, preach 
the truth, the hardest truth, and the dear 
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people will kick you out and go comfortably 
to hell by the road they please ! Serpents and 
vipers indeed they are, and like me, their mas- 
ter, have covered themselves with a thin 
veneer of hypocritical respectability. Hypo- 
critical am I, not for shame of my character, 
for I glory in it, but because, appearing as an 
angel of light, I may make the ways of sin 
and disobedience seem pleasant and desirable 
to these weakly, simpering sons of men. 
Hypocritical are they, because half ashamed 
of me and troubled with lingering thoughts of 
* ought' and * ought not.' *Tis well: he who 
hesitates is lost, and if I mistake not He 
whom I crucified on Golgotha said : * He that 
is not with Me is against Me.' Are they with 
Him ? Oh ! ye angels of hell, witness the noble 
works they do for me ! How bravely do they 
steal, and lie, and cheat! What pride and 
lust inflame them ! How gloriously do they 
drive the widow and the orphan, the sick and 
the wretched, to avenues of despair which 
lead to hell! Gluttons and bibbers of this 
world, mine you are! And yet, I'll linger in 
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these parts; for sweet it is to be in hell on 
earth. Stay I will, and hear the pastor's 
sermon, and witness the discomfiture of 
Gabriel, my old time friend.*' 

God's da^' came on, and found John New- 
land ready for the task. He stood before the 
people with no outward sign of the slumber- 
ing fire within. But with the announcement 
of the text, he seemed like one possessed with 
the spirit of an old time prophet, warning the 
people of Sodom and Gomorrah of impending 
doom. The most indifferent in the House of 
God became attentive ; the meek and inoffen- 
sive man was gone, and in his place stood 
rebuke and fearlessness erect. No introduc- 
tion gave he to his theme. As drowning men 
wait not on courtesy, so John Newland 
wasted no moment with honeyed prepara- 
tion for his message. Pride and selfishness, 
sin of flesh and sin of intellect, were held up 
naked to the gaze ; the chamel house of hypo- 
critical respectability was opened, and forth- 
with issued from the whited sepulchres the 
long procession of dead men's bones, with 
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all uncleanness. In these mirrors, men and 
women saw themselves reflected, and the 
truth and ugliness of the scene caused them 
to shudder. 

Chuckling in a comer, sat Beelzebub, well 
pleased with what he saw. Curiosity, sur- 
prise, indignation, hate, horror, took posses- 
sion of the people. All this the preacher saw, 
but it only increased the rapidity of his 
utterance and the cleaving power of his 
words. No love of God, no tenderness of 
Jesus, no pleading of the Holy Spirit marked 
his discourse. The awfulness of sin, and its 
bitter denunciation alone were heard. But 
when the preacher had reached the height at 
which his message was complete, he paused a 
moment, with awful emphasis, and then 
exclaimed : 

** Ye serpents, ye generation of vipers, how 
can ye escape the damnation of hell ? How, 
indeed, save through Him whose Name 3'ou 
profess, but whom you deride, insult and 
crucify each day by your meanness, your 
pride, your selfishness and sin ? Even now, 
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He might save you from the damnation of a 
Godless eternity ! " 

This closed the service, no oflfering, h\'mn 
or benediction followed; by one impulse, all 
left the church; the signs of deep emotion 
were seen on every face, yet each spoke in 
wliispers. Moved by conviction, each wilful 
sinner said to his own soul : 

** The words are true, I am a sinner, and, 
what is worse, a hypocrite.'' 

Moved by pride, each said to the other : 
** The pastor was unwise to-day, things are 
not as bad as he paints them ; scolding never 
saved a soul.*' 

Dinner followed, and with lighter conver- 
sation the nightmare of the morning began 
to pass away. A busy afternoon was it with 
the devil, flying from house to house, dulling 
the memory of awakened conscience, and 
nursing the indignation of half-converted men 
and women. The work was easy to be done ; 
and ere the second service of the da^', a protest 
with names of more than half the congrega- 
tion was prepared, and with it a demand that 
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Pastor Newland should minister to them no 
more. The church was full; the pompous 
officers, cowards at heart, were ready for 
their work ; vain and malicious women were 
waiting for their sweet revenge. He for 
whom they waited came not. 

At that moment, the soldier of the cross 
was dead. His wife a widow, his children 
fatherless; the flock freed forever from his 
earthly ministrations. God's heavy hand had 
fallen ; a noble man must die, before a people 
could be awakened from their lethargy of sin. 
How silently went the people from the 
church! He was dead! No angel was he, 
but a plain, good man, who felt for others' 
woes, and cried out against unrighteousness. 
Their hearts were yet redeemable. The seed 
of penitence, sown in the early mom, was 
springing up at eventide. So soon! even 
while the valiant messenger of truth lay 
silent in their midst. Why goes the devil 
yonder, skulking like a murderer at night? 
Has darkness any fellowship with light? 
See! at the pastor's head stands Gabriel, 
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with angel attendants on either side. A holy 
line of demarkation round the saintly dead 
drives Satan hence. John Newland dead, does 
what John Newland living could not do. Good 
angels watching o'er the recreant flock, see 
tears of penitence, and hear the sighs of those 
who mourn. 

Tenderly they nourish the beginning of 
this new life. By them, the little children 
often speak of their departed friend ; by them, 
the poor and sick sing praises of their helper ; 
by them, the proud and arrogant remember 
his meekness and gentleness; b3' them, the 
cold and hardened are led to thank their God 
that one so faithful should have been sent, 
and should have died to break the stony hard- 
ness of their hearts ! How changed the con- 
gregation when next it met in Holy Church ! 
The pastor's body lay in calm repose, where 
but three days ago his voice had rung. His 
earnest prayer was answered, for the flock 
was following the great Shepherd of the 
sheep. The eye of faith beheld the angels of 
God ascending and descending, and through 
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the doors of heaven opened came floating 
down again to mortal ears the angelic songs : 

** Like as a father pitieth his children, even 
so is the Lord merciful to them that fear 
Him/* 

** Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord ; 
even so, saith the Spirit, for they rest from 
their labors.*' 



/^NE day when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
to me; 

The highest reason ripens not by man's investigation ; 
Faith's fertilizing power, an innate gift from God-Head, 

Perfects the thought of every individual and nation. 



VII. 

< 

fattb and IReason* 

(^ NEW ENGLAND valley; the glory of 
LJ early morning; the colors and odors of 
■ ■ summer flowers; birds replying to each 
other in song; the brook with its music of 
waters ; no human foot or voice intruding. 

Sprawling on the bank was Beelzebub in 
full abandon. Could the eye of innocence or 
nascent sin behold him now, it would recoil 
with horror. He lies there a languid and 
chaotic heap, his great chest expanding with 
draughts of aif , and collapsing as, with hellish 
sounds, streams of fiery vapor issue from 
mouth and nose. All the pleasing vestures 
of mind and body he is wont to wear are cast 
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aside, and hideous deformity alone appears. 
The utter degradation and loathsomeness of 
body taint the air ; and as he opens wide his 
red-marked, blearing eyes, their gleam of light 
shows but the prostitution of the mind. 

Almost incredible is it to believe that such 
disorder and darkness could summon up suffi- 
cient power a;nd cunning to clothe itself as an 
angel of light and lead astray the sons of 
men. 

Will Satan ever reach the limit of his recu- 
perative powers? If evil be destructive in its 
nature, will that destruction recoil upon the 
active principle — the arch-person of evil — and 
decompose its very being ? Will the principle 
of existence, and the mental powers of Beelze- 
bub become so broken down that the assem- 
bling of the attributes of his personality shall 
become impossible, and he himself vanish in 
annihilation ? 

A query this, not to be answered at oflF- 
hand, and never answered by man alone. 
Whether the **God-shall-be-all-in-air' includes 
the utter cleansing of the universe from all 
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evil, He whose eye circles all possibilities only 
knows. Restoration by means of universal 
salvation is one thought ; restoration by par- 
tial annihilation is quite another. Wherever 
the truth lies, God alone sees the whole pro- 
cess and the end thereof. 

As touching us mortal men, Satan is not 
3'et bound. The devil, as a hungry beast, 
roams about seeking some satisfaction for his 
hellish appetite. Not so much the far oflF 
possibilities of eternity, as the urgent condi- 
tions of the present, demand our thoughts. 
Here on earth, toward the close of this mar- 
vellous century, Satan himself, climbing 
ambition's ladder, has come ; and in his train 
an increased multitude of evil spirits seeking 
to work under cover of subtle draperies, the 
desolation of humanity. 

See, now! that shapeless heap is moving; 
and now it stands erect. Its ugly limbs are 
changed to comeliness; its brutal forehead 
becomes a lofty brow ; the eyes bespeak intel- 
ligence and every lineament of feature shows 
the man of intellect, of culture and of wisdom. 



86 GABRIEL'S WOOING. 

Thus veneered Beelzebub reveals himself in 
words. 

**'Tis not the feelings but the mind that 
rules mankind. The sentiments and emotions 
of humanity are like the ornamental colors 
on dome or ceiling; the great ideas — results 
of thought profound — are like the basal 
granite that supports the mighty structure. 
Impulse, aflfection, love, so-called, are evanes- 
cent all; ideas rule the ages. See how the 
thought of sacrifice took hold of Jewry, and 
from Abraham to Christ occupied the throne 
of Israel. In Rome (dearest spot on earth to 
me) law and dominion seized upon the people, 
and the thirst of it still rules the man who 
claims to be the voice of God on earth. The 
declaration of the equality of men, bom in 
fullest measure in this land called New Eng- 
land, is taking silent grasp of all earth's 
people. Great is thought, generated on the 
heights by some heavy brain, then seeping 
down through lower grades of men, till all 
are captive led by its tenacious hold. Here 
have I been courting rulership over inferior 
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attributes of men. I'll now address myself to 
reasoning faculties. The reason is the highest 
part of man ; let me lay hold of that, and, as 
the greater includes the less, my triumph shall 
be complete. Pride is the swiftest agent 
wherewith to turn a soul away from God, 
and pride of intellect is the subtlest of all 
its forms. For many hundred years, as men 
count time, have my ministers on earth been 
bringing down to hell sweet messages ; telling 
how that mighty men, by exercise of reason, 
have grown beyond belief in Jesus and Jeho- 
vah. I'll pour contempt upon the driveling 
beliefs of the feeble minded, and make men of 
brawn and muscle ashamed to stoop beneath 
a church's porch, much more to approach her 
altar. Virility of mind shall mark the college 
and the seminary ; the pulpit shall be ashamed 
to preach of so intangible a thing as faith ; 
law, science and philosophy shall bow and 
worship only at reason's altar. 

**To accomplish this, I'll call to aid hell's 
legions, and taint the atmosphere of all the 
land with intellectual pride and poison. 



88 GABRIEL'S WOOING. 

Prayerless men shall go in quest of nature's 
secrets, and seek to solve life's problem ; and 
thus cut off from communication with Divin- 
ity, shall not be able to see truth in equilib- 
rium. Impious, intellectual ambition shall 
chill the movements of the heart, and the 
cultured mind shall smile in sweet repose at 
its own cleverness, and damn itself forever by 
sacrificing life to so-called logic." 

So spoke the devil ; and opening wide his 
mouth there seemed to issue forth a subtle 
something, which, speeding on in all direc- 
tions, touched with strange effect the minds 
of leading men and women in the land. He 
who studies the philosophy of history will 
note that there seems to have been periods of 
time when the earth has been encircled with a 
covering of ether, which, by intoxicating the 
brain, has wrought similar effects among 
peoples widely separated. Even so this 
breath of Satan bore fruit after its own kind 
in many different places. 

A clergyman who for twenty years had 
read with sturdy faith, at burial of the dead, 
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that foundation chapter of the Christian 
Church: **Now is Christ risen from the dead, 
and become the first fruits of them that 
slept/* became hazy in his teaching, and 
changed his preaching from the ** resurrection 
of the dead'' to the ** immortality of the 
spirit.'* A church historic, which less than 
fifty years before had driven from its pulpit a 
brainy man, whose wider intellectual vision 
had broken Puritanic bounds, now heard 
without protesting, the philosophic vapor- 
ings of a pastor whose emasculated faith was 
dead. The president of a college whose name 
and fame lent weight to words, set forth in 
fascinating pages, that halls of learning had 
naught to do with God; that their true 
foundation was rooted in the victories of 
reason, and the inherent possibilities of the 
human mind. Young men, marked out for 
the ministry of the Gospel, wavered in their 
purpose, and with half-shamed faces turned 
away. Men worship the rising rather than 
the setting sun, and these young men of 
brawn and brain and muscle, saw as they 
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thought, the eclipse of faith and the brighter 
dawning of the day of mind. The one inclu- 
sive thought, that natural laws reign supreme 
and throughout the universe are immutable, 
seized upon the minds of men, and miracles in 
any age became impossible. The comforts of 
the Son of Man fled away from many hearts 
that had learned to trust in Him; and many a 
man who felt bitterly the loss of the Christ 
3'et followed the almost irresistible spirit of 
the times, and either denied that God had 
broken silence in revelation, or questioned the 
very existence of such a Being. 

Among those who suffered the eclipse of 
faith was one of the keenest and most 
brilliant minds of the age. That Satan 
chooses a shining light is an awful truth. 
One man of clean life, eminent respectability, 
cultured mind and breadth of reason, who 
finds it impossible longer to believe in the 
Crucified, will do more than a dozen congre- 
gations of half anchored Christians, to cause 
multitudes of pilgrims to stumble upon the 
dark mountain of unbelief. 
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Professor Grayson was a man in a very 
profound sense. The blood of deeply religious 
ancestors flowed in his veins — not the religion 
of the mystic or the unreasoning pietest — but 
that of a calm and sober faith in the central 
Figure of history. Passing from childhood, 
Mr. Grayson continued to worship at the 
Christian altar, during twenty-five years of 
an eventful life. All the intellectual charms 
and delights, which enrich the experience and 
life of an enthusiastic student, had been his. 
He saw and heard God in the book of nature 
as well as the book of revelation, and believed, 
indeed, that the whole universe is globed in a 
drop of dew. His mind, clarified by a pure 
life, was able to pursue mysterious principles 
into their homes and see them face to face. 
In the great picture gallery of human history, 
he saw the philosophy of God unfolding and 
justifying itself. Science, speculative as well 
as ascertained, was his delight. His name 
was known on every continent, and his 
authority was quoted wherever learned men 
assembled. The Christian Church, proud of 
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her son, thanked God for the staunchness of 
his faith and the weight of his reason. 

In olden days the physical nature of the 
faithful Edomite was committed for a season 
to the will of Satan. Now the mental pow- 
ers of this modem Job, were subtly poisoned 
by the breath of Beelzebub. His friends did 
note that the old-time warmth and charm of 
manner seemed chilled by an unknown power 
and for an unknown cause. Still kind and 
gentle in family, yet a great sadness oppressed 
him; for the water floods seemed to have 
rolled between him and the Saviour whom he 
had lost. Faith and reason, so long dwelling 
together in satisfaction, had parted, one 
from the other, and in that parting each had 
lost the power to give happiness and glory 
to a human life. 

As when in a happy family, the fireside 
circle is broken for the first time, the surviving 
members sit sad and listless about the room ; 
so faith, joy, hope, love, aspiration, ambition, 
and all the faculties of mind and soul were 
robbed of their buoyancy and virility, and the 
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mighty man was weak in the loss of God. 
There came a day when the desire to avoid 
the appearance of hypocrisy led Professor 
Grayson to make a public renunciation of the 
faith of his fathers. The effect was wide- 
spread. Beelzebub laughed the laugh of hell ; 
the wilfully sinful sneered at the myth of 
Christianity; intellectual pride flung out its 
banner, thus inscribed : ** Reason is the only 
religion;*' the undecided listened, and in si- 
lence sighed ; while many a disciple wept and 
prayed. 

All the reasoning powers of the man could 
not account for the genesis of his unbelief. 
Again and again he told over to himself the 
reasons for his change ; but why the matrix 
of unbelief should have remained barren dur- 
ing the twenty-five years of reason's acutest 
labors, and then bring forth this unhappy 
child, surpassed his powers of comprehension. 
To justify himself he told over and over the 
line of argument with which an inspiration 
from beneath had supplied him. And thus it 
ran: 



94 GABRIEL'S IVOOIXG, 

'*A11 observations of every scientific age 
do show that natural law reigns supreme. 
Cause and eflfect succeed each other with 
unvarying regularity. Experimental results 
have been so accurately tabulated, that, 
given a certain set of conditions, physical, 
mental or moral, the outcome can be proph- 
esied with exactness. Empirical knowledge 
is the only safe guide for mankind. If 
God be good, then the laws He called into 
force are also good ; and why should He inter- 
fere with their operation ? Men are the sub- 
jects of laws, and as they sow, they reap. 
The investigations of this age give no exhi- 
bitions of God's supernatural power exer- 
cised, and why should we look back twenty 
centuries and expect it to be otherwise ? The 
logical mind rebels at accepting as truth, 
statements which the ascertained data of 
human knowledge do not sustain. Beautiful 
as is the picture of the ideal Christ, and 
ardently as the aching heart may long to 
believe in such a Jesus as the Church presents, 
yet the intellectual powers cannot abdicate 
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the throne of reason, even to satisfy so great 
a need/' 

Professor Grayson's unbelief was not of 
the braggadocio type. Having once declared 
it and thus put himself in the right relation 
to the viTorld, he seldom referred to it again, 
even in his family. He made no pretense of 
finding any comfort or satisfaction in his new- 
born negations ; from the day of their birth a 
shadow lay across his life. The love he bore 
to wife and children was so deep and tender 
that his shattered image of the Christian 
family, here and hereafter, embittered every 
day. No vocal utterance testified to the daily 
prayer, which for many years had been the 
very breath of his nostrils ; and yet prayer was 
not dead, for an agonizing struggle in the 
soul, was going on between belief and unbe- 
lief, Gabriel and Beelzebub striving for the 
mastery. 

Once as he heard the merry Christmas 
bells ring out their tidings glad, he stood for 
a moment on the heights of faith, while his 
heart leaped up with joy; and then settled 
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down again into the darkness. At midnight 
he awoke with the full moon smiling through 
the open window, and a great peace throbbed 
in his heart for a little space, and then van- 
ished. By the open church he passed toward 
the fields, of a Sunday morning, while the 
anthem gave the blessed message : 

** Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.*' 

He paused ; a flash of light, a touch of 
peace, then the old hunger and thirst. A 
wistful little beggar child looked up into his 
face, and said : 

** Please, sir; I am hungry.'* 

The learned man dropped tears of pity, 
while he said to himself: 

**Is there a great Father of us all, and 
when we hunger and thirst, can He not touch 
us with His love ? '* 

Two years were dead, and the third spring- 
time fast coming on. During the Lenten sea- 
son his youngest child was under the Rector's 
instruction for Confirmation and first Com- 
munion. On Good Friday the Bishop visited 
S. Peter's, and young men and maidens knelt 
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in the solemn chancel to receive the Apostolic 
benediction. Near the door of entrance sat 
Professor Grayson. To those who beheld him 
he appeared the calm, cold man who had risen 
superior to the sentimentalities of life; but his 
brain was aching, and his heart heavy. He 
saw the church and chancel hung in black; 
the altar bare of ornaments, save that the 
cross of brass glistened here and there through 
the black crape which draped it; the bell 
tolled out the thirty-three mortal years of the 
Son of Man; and then, while the Bishop, with 
uplifted hands, pronounced the ** peace of 
God which passeth all understanding,'' the 
troubled head bent down, and like lightning 
flash, the voice of reason thus spoke to him : 

**0 pilgrim of the night, where, in all the 
storehouse of human knowledge, is there a 
power.so reasonable and so loving, as that of 
the Son of Man ? Is it a prostitution of the 
human mind, that it should submit itself in 
obedience to a Person who sent out from 
Himself those mighty influences which have 
swept like a storm of benediction over the 
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world ? Is it an insult to human understand- 
ing to confess one's self a disciple of Him 
whose life and words did cleave all preceding 
centuries from those which have followed, 
and lifted the thirty-three years of His lowly 
life till their plane seems to have reached the 
very heavens ? Is it reasonable for the weary 
and heavy-laden to turn away their eyes 
from the light that shines for them, and refuse 
the aid of Him who offers to ease them of 
their burdens? Is it the part of common 
sense or wisdom to starve the heart, because 
the finite mind is unable to reach as far as 
the mind of God ?'* 

He abruptly left the church, and to his 
home — but not alone. The eye and ear at- 
tuned to heavenly sights and sounds might 
see the angel form attending, and hear the 
rustle of heavenly garments. Through the 
door and into the room they two went alone. 
As when the blessed Saviour, descending from 
Transfiguration's mount, did drive out the 
evil spirit from the suffering child and give it 
rest, so now this struggling man did feel the 
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virtuous touch of the Redeemer, and moved 
with inspiration from above, he thus declared, 
in reason's words, the return of the wanderer 
to the great Shepherd of the sheep. 

** Wonder of wonders ! How changed has 
become the atmosphere of thought ! Like the 
sudden passing of a mountain storm, the con- 
tradictions between faith and reason have 
fled away. The ways of the Creator are rec- 
onciled to the creature's mind. It is true that 
law reigns supreme, but the £rst law of the 
universe is the will of God, True it is that 
the highest reason is the highest law, for 
creed and life ; but the highest reason is found 
only with God ; and with man, only, as God 
uncovers or reveals it. The bud is not the 
rose, and man is not God. True it is that 
adequate cause is always followed by pro- 
portionate effect ; but the free will of God is 
the fountain of all cause, and introduced into 
a process may change the whole subsequent 
history of the individual or the nation. 

**To reason's ear there comes this argu- 
ment, which satisfies, for me, the intellectual 
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demand, as touching God's revelation of Him- 
self to mankind: 

** Believe we first there is a God — God is. 
No man in health of mind can this deny. Also 
He has called into being us men, with possi- 
bilities of good and evil; deep-seated longings 
for immortality and happiness; and con- 
sciences that tell us with awful warnings of 
penalties for rebellion against God. From 
these propositions flows out the inevitable 
conclusion that the Creator owes a duty to 
His creatures — the dut^^ to reveal to them His 
will with such plainness and power that igno- 
rance may not be pleaded as excuse for sin. 
The intellect demands such revelation from 
God, and the moral nature craves it. What 
God ought to do He always does, and hence 
this revelation has been given. Where is it ? 
My reason goes in quest of it, and finds it not 
in nature; for nature and its laws give not to 
man the needed light and knowledge of him- 
self, his duty and his possibilities. My judg- 
ment sweeps the field of human history, and 
in all the so-called Great Religions there is but 
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one which meets the heights and depths of 
man's desires. God humiliated to the meas- 
ure of man, and Man exalted to the right 
hand of God ; this indeed is sacrifice and re- 
demption. Jesus of Nazareth is the common 
sense Teacher of the ages; the Man who val- 
ues body, mind and soul ; whose influence has 
turned aside the course of history; glorified 
civilization; spiritualized art; deepened phil- 
osophy; dignified labor; sanctified capital; 
made universal education possible;-and dotted 
all Western civilization with institutions for 
the sick and unfortunate ; the Man who lived 
out what He taught, and died as He lived — a 
sacrifice for sin and the guerdon of man's 
redemption. The religion which this Man 
brought to earth, sober, practical, workable, 
gentle, merciful, encouraging, ennobling, and 
glorifying; this, indeed, is the religion of rea- 
son ; at His feet my intellect and my heart are 
prostrate. Oh fool, and slow of heart to be- 
lieve all that God's prophets have spoken ! " 

While he spoke thus to himself the tears of 
relief came thick and fast, and falling on his 
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knees, the man, strong in his weakness, 
prayed : 

^^ Blessed Lord, who hast caused all Holy 
Scriptures to be written for our leamingy 
grant that we may in such wise hear them, 
read, mark, learn and inwardly digest them, 
that by patience and comfort of Thy Holy 
Word, we may embrace, and ever hold fast, 
the blessed hope of everlasting life : through 
Jesus Christ our Lord, ^' 

The Easter sun, throwing the first rays 
through the great east window of S. Peter's, 
shined upon a happy family kneeling at the 
altar. Again did Jesus make Himself known 
in the Breaking of Bread ; again the heavenly 
choir sang out, and Gabriel was glad ; and the 
saints rejoiced in their beds, for — 

"Angels, and living saints, and dead, 
But one communion make." 



/^NE day when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
to mc: 
Who does it to these little ones doth do it unto me. 
*Tis well to care for children; 'tis sweet to aid the 
helpless, 
For in heaven's courts their angels the Father's face 
do see. ' 



VIll. 

Satan ant) Society* 

^T IS commonly believed that Beelzebub 
I neither slumbers nor sleeps ; that his ener- 
^ gies are never dormant ; that he is always 
alert; never allowing an opportunity to 
escape him ; never cast down, discouraged or 
in despair. This is not true ; and the reason 
for it will be apparent at once, to a thought- 
ful mind. 

Realized evil in the universe is an accident. 
God never willed it. He made it possible^ but 
not necessary, for rational beings to sin. 
Otherwise there could be no free will; hence 
no responsibility, and no real virtue of char- 
acter, because no mortal resistance. This 
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statement is made to avoid the apparent 
contradiction in what follows, viz: God Him- 
self is the eternal fountain of courage and 
unwearying activity. Weariness and dis- 
couragement are no part of His nature. 
Angels and men were created after that pat- 
tern, and the latter at least were designed, 
by continuous development, to mature to- 
ward perfection. All that God made was 
very good, and started well upon its way. 
Peace, joy , sinless development were the order. 
In the history of angels and men, there is no 
mark of sadness, discouragement and death, 
prior to the entrance of sin. 

It is of the very nature of evil, that while 
it is spasmodically intoxicant, giving tem- 
porary pleasure and force, yet it depresses, 
discourages and confounds the faculties. jrThe 
principle is illustrated in all the walks of 
human lite. The man of rebellion and sin 
will, in the day of great misfortune, end his 
own life; while he who trusts in God, will 
bravely stand the storm and issue into 
brighter regions. } 
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Herein lies the ground of hope for the ulti- 
mate victory of good over evil. Goodness 
has heart, and hope, and faith, and power, to 
labor and to wait; and, therefore, is con- 
structive. Evil seems suicidal in all its en- 
deavors. 

No wonder, then, that when Beelzebub 
saw the man over whom he had gloated, 
kneeling at the Easter Communion with his 
Lord, and saw, as the news sped here and 
there, how visibly the faith of Christians was 
strengthened, and evil confounded, he should 
have sighed a curse, and sunk into a state of 
melancholy and depression. Melancholy and 
depression, did I say? Aye, more than that : 
he lay, a disgusting heap of physical inertia 
and mental dejection. No power or ambition 
were left to generate or prosecute a plan of 
evil. Like some poisonous serpent, with belly 
full of toads and fangs drawn out, did Satan 
lie, torpid and still, save for the restless move- 
ment of those glared and blearing eyes. 

Oh, what picture is more potent, on the 
proud and lukewarm, to deter from sin and 
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incite to virtue? The awful possibilities of 
rebellion against God; the cumulative eflFect 
of habit formed; of pleasing sin and wilful 
disobedience, indulged in until sin is sickened 
with nausea and paralyzed with wretched- 
ness, and lies down in its bed of evil, with 
powers exhausted. 

If one in that condition were permitted to 
look for a moment into that sweet and blessed 
country where those do dwell who, through 
great tribulations, have washed themselves in 
the blood of the Lamb, and now enjoj' purity 
and peace, the sight would be quintessence of 
heirs worst punishment. 

Satan, self-bound, was listless many a day : 
then had the Churches rest for a season. 
Such be the periods of which many earnest 
pilgrims are conscious, when temptations dis- 
appear, and peace and joy in the Holy Ghost 
are undisturbed: for Gabriel and his host 
cease never in their labors to strengthen such 
as do stand and to comfort and help the 
weak-hearted. 

Time comes when Beelzebub, having sum- 
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moned up his forces, prepares to measure, 
once again, the resisting power of his old-time 
friend. 

In a certain city noted for culture and 
refinement, there dwelt a family remarkable 
in many ways. Its number, four: father and 
mother still under thirty-five, a girl often and 
a boy of eight. In all that city, none more 
aristocratic than they. The parents were 
born in wealth ; had all the refining influences 
of ease and luxury and had moved in the 
highest society all their lives. They were 
religious, at least in all outward observances, 
attending to worship and duty in that quiet 
unostentatious way which sometimes draws 
to itself the charge of being simply ** respect- 
able.'' Their even-tenured lives effected to a 
marked degree the religious thought and hab- 
its of their associates. The girl in perfect 
health presented a strong contrast to the boy, 
who was a cripple and an invalid almost 
from his birth. These four formed as happy 
a family as God ever blessed with love. All 
the obedience, affection, gentleness and grace 
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that go to adorn God's first institution, were 
present there. The almost perfect satisfaction 
which each member seemed to take in the 
other; the ardent longing after the absent 
one; the quickening joy on his return; the 
delicate attention, never forgotten, were the 
signs of domestic bliss. 

Now comes Beelzebub, strutting with lordly 
air, and, looking into this paradise where 
every eye spoke love, he stopped for a moment, 
almost breathless; his chest moved rapidly; 
a moisture gathered in his eyes and a faint 
approach to a wistful, yearning gentleness, 
spread over his features; but in an instant 
the tears sizzled on the heated lashes and a 
hardness marked the face, while the tongue 
damned the family with a bitter thought. 

But from his place did Gabriel look and 
tenderest pity marked his presence. 

** That charm I'll break," said Satan, **or 
I'll break my word; which last would be not 
ver3' strange," and here he chuckled with a 
click in throat most frightful. 

**Dare the Almighty once again place at 
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my disposal the earthly happiness of His 
servant? Once I tested Job and in the end he 
triumphed. Give now to me this woman of 
beauty, possession, wealth, religion and love, 
so-called, and soon I'll cause her so to deny 
and almost curse Him whom she now pre- 
tends to worship, that her example will bring 
rewards to me for all my recent disappoint- 
ments. So many of my plans have failed of 
late, that I begin to doubt, either my wisdom 
to conceive, or my power to execute. 

**Aha! yonder, is Gabriel; he seems to 
motion and to speak; but nearer to me he 
will not come. It almost makes me sad to 
think of days when he and I were inseparable. 
Sad, did I say? wretched; in torments. For 
after all, the essence of hell is sense of loss. 
If flames could bum away the vacancy of 
character, and the vacuum of love, then flames 
were heaven. Gabriel speaks again; perhaps 
he prays. I'll catch his words, floating upon 
the winds, and store them up for use, when I 
shall want to pray for benefit of hell.'* 

** Oh, Lucifer, not for satisfaction of your- 
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self, but for glory of God is your desire 
granted. The woman is in your power, but 
not completely. Go, do your work, but know 
that defeat is inevitable. He hath given His 
angels charge over her, to keep her in all her 
ways.'' 

** Gabriel, my name is hate, and only thou 
in all the universe hast any thing but hate 
from me. I sometimes think that in me there 
remains a lingering respect and admiration 
for thyself. But be that as it may, it does 
not form a leaven strong, enough to leaven 
me; and if I thought it did, I'd move all 
powers of hell to pluck it out and cast it from 
me. Not only name, but I myself am hate; 
evil, wickedness is mj- food, and this unsatis- 
fied appetite keeps me in restlessness and 
weariness. I will not waste my heated 
breath with further boasting, but will take 
this weak-faced sister of the faith, and give 
her taste of hate and hell." 

The glare of noon-day sun is on the city's 
streets, and carriages are passing to and fro, 

a. 

What is this we see? A white-faced, red-eyed 
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dog, with cavernous mouth and crooked 
legs, has leaped and pinned himself to the 
neck of a beautiful horse, and the noble ani- 
mal, wild with fear, has dashed away; and 
now, there upon the cruel curb, motionless as 
the stone that crushed his skull, lies the 
husband and father, dead, dead, dead ! 

There go the evil spirits in canine form, 
like ancient swine toward the deep, slinking 
away. Gabriel and Lucifer are in the home, 
where happy wife and children await the 
coming of him whose morning's kiss was 
time's farewell. The eagerness of hate glis- 
tens in the eye of one ; the patience of sorrow 
rests in the other. 

The news speeds quickly, and soon the 
body of the dead rests under the roof which, 
until now, has never witnessed real sorrow. 
Millions of times since human love was born, 
has the tragedy been enacted; each time as 
new and awful as if it were the central scene 
of the great passion play of the ages. One 
hour ago, and happiness was singing the 
song of love and joy ; now in monotone of 
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agony the Miserere take its place. To the 
woman, the whole world was blotted out; 
save that motionless, lifeless form. In paraly- 
sis of grief, God was lost ; Christ had disap- 
peared; trust had fled. For three full days, 
those great, staring eyes, never closed ; nor 
did the muscles of the lids once tremble. 

Great God ! whence comes the power that 
keeps the heart and mind from breaking 
under strains like this ? Do those same minis- 
ters of grace who sang at Bethlehem, pro- 
claimed at Jordan, comforted in the wilder- 
ness, rejoiced at the sepulchre and promised at 
Olivet, still minister to those in need? The 
face of Gabriel, as he stands by the widow 
and orphans at the grave, and returns with 
them to the fatherless home, answers the 
question beyond a doubt. But for the time 
Beelzebub was triumphant; religion had no 
solace for the mourner. 

Days, and even weeks passed by, witness- 
ing the same dry eyes and stony heart; the 
knees bent not, nor moved the lips in prayer. 
Even the rapid sickness, and swift death of 
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her little girl, called forth only mechanical 
attention; the worst had already taken place. 

Now slowly moved the powers of thought, 
and began return to activity; and Satan, 
near at hand, as she sat musing on her 
misery, put these rebellious meditations in 
her mind : 

** In God I always have believed ; in Christ's 
redemption have I trusted ; quietly, but ever 
have I stood, in society and home, for law of 
God and duty unto Him. Never have I 
viciously harmed a human being ; I have been 
taught and have believed that * the angel of 
the Lord tarrieth round about them that fear 
him, and delivereth them,' and that *like as a 
father pitieth his children, even so is the Lord 
merciful to them that fear Him.' Is this 
deliverance and mercy? Is the pity of a 
father here discerned ? Have not I feared the 
Lord and therefore come within the line of 
mercy? But why should I complain? Will 
that complaint ease the burden of my heart ? 
No more than the so-called mercv of the 
father. It is idle to cry out against God, and 
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perhaps just as idle to cry to Him — if there be 
a God. 

** Love was my life and love is gone. What 
is there left but simply to drift on until the 
end?*' 

Thus mused the woman far intd the night, 
led by Beelzebub. And months passed on and 
the stony fountain of her grief remained un- 
softened by a tear. But impossible it is for 
height or depth or any living thing, to harden, 
permanently, a life which for more than thirty 
years, has turned itself up toward the face of 
Jesus Christ. 

The wife's heart is stilled for a time; but 
the mother heart must beat again for the 
crippled boy, so long starved for the old-time 
mother's love. 

Innumerable events, pregnant and potent, 
transpire, for which we can assign no causes 
adequate. Why should it come to pass that 
the mother who had gone a hundred times, 
through the chamber of the sleeping boy, 
without a look of love, should on a certain 
night stop as by a shock, and gaze with 
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trembling emotions on the crippled lad? 
Why should she fall upon her knees, and, as if 
afraid with shame, touch the soft cheek with 
gentle lips ? Softly now, not with the torrent 
of grief, but noiselessly as evening dew, the 
tears fall thick and fast ; even the painfiilness 
of sobbing was not there. And as she kneeled 
and wept for joy at finding of herself again 
and finding of her child, two big brown eyes 
unclosed while two little arms did creep 
around the mother's neck ; and love wasnewy 
and God was real. 

And when sweet sleep had claimed again 
the boy, the blessed angel rejoiced as he heard 
the mother reassert her faith : 

**I always have been taught and always 
have believed, that Christ's disciples must with 
Him partake of sorrow. I have been taught 
and have believed in the resurrection of the 
body and eternal life ; but soon as the profes- 
sion demanded test of reality, my faith did flee 
away. Thank God that through clouds and 
darkness do I see that * righteousness and 
judgment are the habitation of his seat.' We 
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are but pilgrims in this land, passing on to 
join the great throng that has swept through 
the gates eternal.*' 

Now of a certain night, the mother and 
the boy each had a dream ; or as God*s peo- 
ple in the good old days of Jewry would have 
said, a vision. Strange it did appear to 
them, for each had dreamed or seen the 
same, and this was it. 

A troop of crippled children were merry- 
making on a lovely lawn; here and there a 
spouting fountain glistened in the sun ; while 
blossoming shrub and flower glorified the 
scene. In the midst a sort of palace stood, 
surmounted by a great white cross. Around 
the whole enclosure stretched a chain of pur- 
est gold, and it cast a halo o'er garden, home 
and children. The mother and the boy could 
not forget the vision; it seemed so real, and 
yet the like of it neither of them had ever 
looked upon. 

One Sunday in the parish church, as Even- 
song was drawing to a close, the choir began 
to sing : 
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** At even, ere the sun was set ; 

The sick, O Lord, around Thee lay ; 
O in what divers pains they met ! 
O with what joy they went away.'* 

And suddenly the woman saw the vision 
of the happy crippled children on the lawn; 
and the meaning of the vision came; and this 
was the interpretation thereof: 

**I myself will build this children's palace, 
and make it the fold of Christ for helpless 
ones. The chain of gold, encircling the home, 
is pledge of God that evil shall not enter there; 
the white cross, reaching out its arms, is 
emblem of the blessed Saviour's embrace of 
little ones.^' 

And then the choir, passing slowly from 
the church, sent back in sweetest music, the 
sure words of prophecy : 

" Thy touch hath still its ancient power; 
No word from Thee can fruitless fall ; 
Hear, in this solemn evening hour. 
And in Thy mercy heal us all ! " 

The palace now is real and everything 
about it speaks of children's paradise. 
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In little beds of snowy white; 
Where happy children say **good night " ; 
The little bells that ring so clear ; 
When morning hour doth appear. 

The little table, little chair; 
The little dishes ; everywhere, 
Within the dining room so sweet. 
Are little things for children meet. 

Little pictures quaint and rare ; 
Little crosses, here and there : 
Little clocks with life abound, 
Chiming hours with sweetest sound. 

Piano small ; chair high and low. 
To suit the need and comfort. Oh, 
What joy the little ones do show. 
That they can make " piano go." 

Sweetest, dearest little thing. 
Is little chapel, where they sing ; 
One, the little organ plays, 
Leading hymns of gladdest praise. 

A little Altar, gold and white ; 
On it cross and altar light ; 
Little vases, every morning ; 
Freshest flowers ; all adorning. 
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When a little cripple dies ; 

In little chapel body lies ; 

Little casket, fair and white ; 

Glorified by vesper light. 

Over all fair linen spread ; 

In the centre cross of red ; 

Around it reads faith's question mild : 

" Is it well with little child ? " 

And the Bible conies to tell : 

♦* Yes. with little child 'tis well. 

Deepest, highest, greatest joy. 
To the mother and the boy, 
Are the hours when they come. 
To the children's happy home. 

Paradise is very nigh ; 
Jesus Christ is passing by ; 
Husband, sister, gone before, 
Standing in the open door ; 
Wait with deep enraptured joy. 
For the wife and little boy. 

Beelzebub, with deepest hate. 
Rages at the palace gate ; 
Seeking with all might and main, 
To pass o'er the golden chain. 
But the hosts of Gabriel, 
Around the palace camp and dwell. 



i^NE day when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
to me; 
Whom God hath blest, let him in turn bless many, 
many others, 
And ever keep in mind that God doth Father all men, 
And all within His family, real sisters are and brothers. 



IX. 



XTbe nDadter and tbe Sert>ant« 

|~ VER is it true that evil weakens the dis- 
1^ cerning power of reason. Vicious hab- 
L— its of thought and life disarrange the 
intellectual faculties ; cause and effect are not 
seen in true relations. Hence, evil digs a pit 
for others, and, in the end, itself walks into it. 
This is heaven's law, by which all moral 
beings, recreant to their King, are made to be 
judges and executioners of themselves. 

The statements and conclusions of Satan 
are oft times brilliant and marvellous in con- 
vincing power; but close inspection always 
shows a weakness lurking somewhere, which 
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at last is fatal to the whole. **And why?"^ 
we ask. Because ambitious pride and self- 
sufficiency have cut him off from the fountain 
of all wisdom; and error, like the weakest 
point in a chain, breaks down the whole. 
Beelzebub has not the full capacity to under- 
stand the power of perfect goodness, nor 
does he clearl3' see that in every human soul 
there is, at least, a lingering recollection of 
the Divine image in which it was created, and 
the blessed possibilities of salvation which lie 
within its reach. Let this half slumbering 
knowledge be quickened at a vital moment 
by God's finger, and straightway man stands 
upright on his feet, a giant to battle with 
the evil one. 

That vital moment, that crucial point, 
that right angle of life's pilgrimage, that ful- 
crum of the soul ! How mysteriously come 
these quickening, energizing visitations of the 
great I AM ! when the Father speaks, and the 
child's heart leaps up with rapture ! In fields 
of toil ; by the still waters of peace; when the 
cup of bitterness is in one's hand ; when vie- 
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tory sings its paean, or defeat its chant of 
penitence; in busiest duties or in dreams of 
night, the Father may be speaking to His 
child. And, my brother, blessedness will 
come, if, like the shepherds on Bethlehem's 
plain, you are not disobedient to the heavenly 
vision. 

Good angels watched the cradle of the 
boy, because a mother's love and prayers had 
gone up for her child. Now, in the conscious 
rest and peace of Paradise, the mother is ; but 
here, the son. Five and forty years have 
slipped away since his life began. Health, 
friends, food and raiment, and all the other 
comforts and conveniences of life are his. 
Great riches and a good name have also 
fallen to his lot, and to-night the man is sit- 
ting at his ease and beginning to say within 
himself: **My power and the might of my 
hand hath gotten me this wealth." Nigh on to 
twenty years had all his powers been centered 
in the business of his life ; his employees were 
his friends; no dishonorable act had ever 
stained his hands, nor had deep laid schemes 
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of dark corruption defiled the fountain of his 
heart. Bnt it is a law of human life that, 

" One master passion in the breast, 
Like Aaron's serpent, swallows up the rest"; 

and twenty years* continued reaching out for 
success in name and business, had made its 
impress on his character. The heaven, with 
which a mother's love and angel watchers 
had surrounded his childhood, vanished as 
the years went on, and shades of that narrow 
prison house w^ere closmg on the man. In 
factory and in offices, a thousand men and 
women missed the old-time geniality of their 
master, and though justice marked his course, 
yet that kindly interest, sometimes more 
precious to the laborer than the wages of his 
hand; that sympathetic touch with others 
which had laid the foundations of his great 
success, had lost its vigor. Money, which 
holds within its grasp so many benedictions 
for self and others, was hardening the spirit 
of the man. To-night, he sits in self-com- 
placenc3% without the tender influence of a 
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wife or child to soften the growing hardness 
of his nature, and debates the future with 
himself. 

Men do not realize by what easy strides 
the god of selfishness drives out the noblest 
passions, and enthrones himself as ruler. 
Again the devil marks his prey, and thus 
inspires the man to speak : 

** One hundred thousand dollars profit for 
the year. It seems too small, while other 
men do count their millions. Mine is all the 
capital at risk, mine the brain that plans and 
consummates. I bear all the risk of treacher- 
ous investments and loss that may befall in 
avenues of trade. Not twenty of the thou- 
sand whom I pay have labored half as long 
or half as hard as I. An average saving of 
fifty dollars to the man would net me fifty 
thousand dollars in the year.'' 

Then, musing on this thought, he ceased to 
speak unto himself, and Satan, seeing soil all 
ready for his seed, whispered, thus, the same 
old lie that hell has ever poured into the itch- 
ing ears of selfish men, from the day that 
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wicked Jezebel caused Naboth to be murdered, 
and Ahab, the king, took possession of the 
poor man's vineyard. The master listened, 
and athwart his mental vision passed a glit- 
tering and pleasing throng of Satan's choicest 
messages and thoughts : 

** What man accumulates is his alone; all 
laws of God and man have taught us thus. 
Does not Holy Writ declare that * man shall 
live by the sweat of hiis brow ' ? And when 
years of labor and care have amassed a for- 
tune, shall another take aught of it or rebuke 
the owner for its lawful increase ? Might is 
right; for what is might save the sum of 
cumulative forces which angels or men have 
gained by dint of thought and earnest labor? 
Might is the highest form of justice; it is 
heaven's reward to the deserving, and wher- 
ever it is seen in high position or in glorious 
wealth, there rests the benediction and comes 
the commendation of the Creator. 

**Men and women of little bodies and of 
little minds, whose puny wills and sluggish 
habits have kept them poor and mean, are 
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ever whimpering and crying out against the 
so-called tyranny of the noble ones of earth, 
who, pressing on, keen, alert and crafty, have 
taken in their grasp, affluence and position 
high. A ragged mother, with dirty children 
on her knees, shivering over a chilly fire, will 
almost curse the rich because they, by virtue, 
have gained what she, by foolishness, hath 
let slip. Even the wretched children of the 
poor are taught to look with envious eyes 
upon the rich, before their minds are able to 
discern that, where happiness and plent}^ are 
enthroned, there God's will is manifested and 
deserving merit given its reward. 

**In yonder town there is a girl — type of 
millions in the world — weeping silly and sin- 
ful tears because her poverty is so hard ; her 
home so poor; her clothes so scant; her hap- 
piness so little; the wages of her hands so 
small. Foolishness ! What contribution to 
the world has she ever made to deserve a bet- 
ter state? There is a man, who, because his 
shortsightedness and shiftlessness have given 
him a wife and family large, thinks hard of 
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his employer because wages are reduced, or 
are not doubled. It is astonishing to see how 
low and grovelling, and blind to justice such 
people are. 

** Does not the Psalmist say, and condemn 
in saying it, *they have children at their 
desire ' ? Perversity of reasoning and justice ! 
To think that honest wealth and clean, po- 
lite society should minister to the puling 
brats of low-born men and women ! Oh, ease 
and blessedness and satisfaction of wealth, 
the true reward of heaven's favorites; throw 
not away the guerdon of your toils by listen- 
ing to the cr^' of worthless discontent, until 
you are reduced to the penalty of level of the 
poor ! Add to your stores ; the promise is to 
you : * to him that hath shall be given.* You 
are the successful shining lights; the chosen 
ones of God. Others are your servants, and 
as the scaffolding of a great Cathedral is no 
permanent part of it, but all, at the proper 
time, falls away to the rubbish heap, even so 
this complaining, harassing rabble of the poor 
are only accidents to serve the rich and great.*' 
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Much else, with tongue persuasive, did 
the devil say, and swayed the master's wil- 
ling mind, so much so that, as he laid him 
down to sleep, the settled purpose came that 
on the morrow such an economic plan should 
be begun as would ensure the fifty thousand 
dollars additional profit in the year. 

The master slept ; but — 

^' He that watcheth over Israel neither 
slumbers nor sleeps.^^ 

** Thou art about my path and about my 
bedr 

** The angel of the Lord tarrietb round 
about them that fear Him, and delivereth 
them.'' 

** Them that fear Him''? 

Does the master that ? Perhaps not now, 
but in years gone by, he remembered God and 
duty; and the distant echoes of a mother's 
prayers, still faintly, faintly, piteously, beat 
against the ear, and the angels still tarr}^ 
round about the sleeper. 

How often, if we but knew it, do heaven's 
voices come in the silence of the night. 
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When stubbornness and sin are sleeping, 
when clamorous voices of the day are stilled, 
and the life lies passive in sleep, then the angel 
voices come with note of warning, or of guid- 
ance, or of comfort. 

A vision full of horror seemed to rise before 
the sleeper. He stood upon a precipice and 
down below, to right and left, almost as far 
as eye could reach, a valley, filled with child- 
ren, men and women ; and every misery, and 
ever^' pain, that poverty and disease could 
bring were there. The throng was moving 
almost aimlessly, in want and agony, seeking 
some solution of its sin and sorrow. Then, 
slowly, on the other side, there rose a mighty 
rock, and on its summit stood out a cross, 
cold and bare, symbol of men's sin and suflFer- 
ing. And while he looked thereon, there came 
to his vision, a Figure standing on the rock, 
with eyes of sorrow fixed upon the valley. 
One hand, with nail-prints still therein, was 
gently raised, and then a voice floated out, 
ani down : 
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" Come unto Me all ye that are weary and 
heavy laden, ^^ 

Look ! The innumerable throng below is 
moved by something. Half blindly, and yet 
with yearning eagerness, they turn their eyes 
toward the rock. The voice is still saying: 

^^Come unto Me all ye that are weary 
and heavy laden,^^ 

Oh, the richness, and the sweetness, and 
the comfort of that voice ! The multitude is 
quieting, arid listening, in its want and agony, 
for another word from the Figure. It comes — 
^^ and I will give you rest; for My yoke is 
easyy and My burden is lights and ye shall 
find rest unto your souls, ^^ 

A sheen of glory seemed spread over the 
valley. All the pain, and want, and sickness 
were still there, but these, in some way, 
seemed to be almost forgotten by the suf- 
ferers, as they gazed upon the Figure. 

And then there came another change, and 
another voice, seen not, nor heard by those in 
the valley. The solemn Figure raised an arm, 
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and with finger pointing at the sleeper, spake 
thus : 

** Go to, now, ye rich men; weep and howl 
for the misery that shall come upon you. 
Your riches are corrupted, and your garments 
are moth eaten. Your gold and silver is 
cankered; and the rust of them shall be a 
witness against you, and shall eat your ffesh, 
as it were £re.*' 

The master seemed to wither and shrivel 
almost to nothing under that Eye and Voice, 
and in the agony of it, he ran panting with 
fright to his mother, as a child would do, and 
her loving arms received him as of yore. Oh, 
blessed rest of childhood, lying within her 
arms who gave you life. Oh, blessed rest of 
manhood, stained with sins, to go again, in 
memory, by holy angels led, and place your 
weary head upon that gentle breast, and fear 
no harm with such protection. Terrors 
ceased, childhood and youth were spread out 
before him. Those happy days which knew 
no sorrow, because they knew no sin ; when 
the heart leaped up in kindly joy, and the 
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child was learning, from a consecrated mother, 
the law of its being and its life. All this was 
lived again; the life flowed on in endless song, 
and then : the mother passed away, and the 
boy stood weeping, at the grave, that early 
Slimmer day, heart almost breaking with 
love; and will strong, with sweet resolution 
to live a noble life. 

The intenseness of the vision roused him 
from his sleep. The early dawn was on, and 
by an open window kneeling down, he poured 
out a hymn of gratitude that the valley of 
suffering did not meet his gaze, and that the 
day of judgment had not come. For a short 
time he knelt there, in the early grey of dawn, 
watching the approach of the chariot of da3'^ ; 
the silver streaks shooting higher and higher; 
the colors growing deeper and richer, while 
the drapery of night was being replaced with 
the gorgeous mantle of day; and then quickly 
passing through park and street, too happy 
to be still, he almost ran, singing and making 
melody in his heart, and saying only this, 
o*er and o*er again. Thank God! Thank 
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God ! And there came to him a long forgotten 
word, and it seemed to be borne on sweetest 
music, and this was it : 

**/t is of the Lords goodness we are not 
consumed, because His compassions fail not ; 
they are new every morning,^^ 



/^NE day when sin was sleeping, an angel whispered 
to me: 
Watch gladly for the birth-day of the Son of God and 
Mary; 
For at that holy season all messengers eternal, 
Around the homes of faithful men do come and sweetly 
tarry. 



X. 

Setblebem. 

EHRIST took not upon Him the nature of 
angels, but the seed of Abraham. Angels 
have not the same nature as man, yet 
much there is in common between them. 
Memory, hope, peace, joy, active service, are 
characteristics of the angels of God. Perfect 
is their memory ; hope never quenched ; their 
peace never destroyed ; their joy unfading ; 
their service for God and man unceasing. 
** Holy, holy, holy," is their song. 

We mortals who have somewhat tasted 
of the power which human love imparts, 
know full well the sweetness of its memory, 
the glory of its hope, the blessedness of its 
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peace, the radiancy of its joy, and the glad- 
ness with which it undertakes any task for 
the object of its love. So is it ever with good 
angels, whose love to God and man is always 
breathing. Memory takes them back to the 
birth of their existence, and all along the ages 
before man's creation. The Garden of Eden, 
with man's fall, stands out as fresh to them 
as yesterday to us. The vision of Abel's 
murder, Abraham's offering, the wilderness 
journey, and all the trailing history of Israel's 
theocracy, is never dimmed by lapse of years. 
One incident there is in human history, 
which, standing out alone, like the great 
Matterhorn of earth, is brightest in angel 
memory of all the galaxy of earth's events. 
Bethlehem is the place, and the holy night of 
Jesus' birth the time. No wonder that the 
angels, toiling four thousand years, from 
Adam to Mary, should have welcomed the 
advent of their King among them with that 
eternal hymn : ** Glory to God in the highest ; 
on earth peace to men of good will." The very 
courts of heaven were deserted on that won- 
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derfiil night by angel bands, which, gathering 
in one vast multitude over the little town of 
Bethlehem, sang the natal and coronation 
hymn of the Mighty and Lowly One— Jesus 
the Saviour. Never before, since the moment 
of their creation, had they assembled in one 
mighty throng. Oh, the sweetness of it when 
clamor and sin are hushed, and night is still, 
and faith's listening ear, expectant, hears the 
echo of that far off song! 

Oh, to He for a single hour upon the garden 
roof of a humble home in Bethlehem at the 
midnight hour of Christmas Eve, watching 
the starry host of heaven, twinkling their 
messages across the sky ; catching the gentle- 
ness of the Holy Child from the mild brilliancy 
of the waning moon; looking out over the 
plain where the shepherds, men of like pas- 
sions with ourselves, were led to their Saviour 
by ministering angels; and then in the still- 
ness, broken only by the beating of the heart, 
wait to hear the blessed angels sing ! 

They say that the ear of faith may alwa3'S 
hear the music, faintly borne upon the mid- 
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night air ; for every Christmas Eve all good 
cingels come to earth, to every place where 
may be found a single soul that looks to 
Jesus. But especially do they gather above 
the hills of Bethlehem, rehearsing o*er and 
o'er the gladness and the music of that holy 
night. Christian poets who grasp the daintier 
ideas that come to men, have written, both 
in prose and verse, many a beautiful story of 
Christmas Eve ; telling how the angels, wing- 

m 

ing their flight to earth, have charged the 
very atmosphere with dancing joy. 

Now the Master Himself, whose mother 
could offer but a pair of turtle doves or two 
young pigeons, has said: the poor ye have 
always with you. An Apostle has said: 
whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth. Even 
at Christmas-tide, therefore, want and sor- 
row are upon the earth; but their sharpness 
and weight are alleviated by the swelling tide 
of gladness which rolls from heaven's gates 
across the earth. Even sin is checked in its 
career ; harsh words are seldom spoken ; cruel 
deeds are unknown ; dark ways are illumined ; 
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and the biting sin that pierces to the very 
quick loses its power; because joy is the 
enemy of sin. 

"Satan filled with deepest hate, 
Raging at the palace gate," 

turns away from the paradise of crippled 
children, bent on making one more effort for 
victor^^ before returning to his evil throne in 
hell. 'Tis but another proof of his perversity 
in judgment, that he should choose the happy 
Christmas time for his assault, when every 
angel fair, in all the universe, had come to 
earth with joyful succour for the sons of men. 
** In results I have been defeated; but the 
real victory is in the will, and there I reign. 
I will not confess defeat, nor yield my will to 
Gabriel nor to God. Each soul they seem to 
pluck from my envious fingers shall add fuel 
to the fervency of my determination to work 
rebellion and degradation with mankind. 
Let cherubim and seraphim, archangel and 
angel, come to earth at this accursed anniver- 
sary of the birth of Mary^s Son. Outnumber 
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me and mine they do, by two to one; but to^ 
hell I'll send command that each subject in 
my realm shall hasten to earth, with every 
pleasing and insidious temptation; with every 
power to conceive and nourish malignant 
hate; and, joining with me on that boast- 
ful holy eve, we'll damn the noble thought; 
poison the generous desire; throw hell's 
shadow across the bright visions, and for 
once, at least, make the birth of hell on earth 
reign in place of birth of Jesus." 

Then quickly went the message down to 
hell, and so eager were the wretched ones for 
change of any kind, that hell was vacant 
before the echo of the order died away. In 
chaos and confusion, with horrid sounds of 
eager anticipation, all inhabitants of hell 
came trooping up to earth. Marvellous to 
behold ! as now and then upon their journey 
they saw bands of angels bright and fair, 
passing on in utmost harmony to the strains 
of sweetest music, to keep their yearly feast 
of joy on earth ; trembling and screeching out 
their fear and hatred, they backward fell, or 
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to the right or left, while onward, unobserv- 
ant of their presence, went the holy ones, in 
majesty serene. Here and there a fallen angel 
looked with almost wistful eye upon the trail- 
ing clouds of glory, which, like silver, golden 
light, encircled the moving host of God; 
then the good desire, almost bom, became 
aborted, and evil leered and sneered and fed 
itself upon its misery inherent. 

The cloudless sun, just passed from sight, 
had left a glorious twilight, when armies of 
the living God and of the king of death, in 
circumambient air, looked down upon the 
sons of men in hatred and in love. As in 
olden days the young man's eyes were 
opened, that he saw the chariots of God 
encamping round about, so now did human 
eyes behold a sight more wonderful. Oh, 
happy earth on Christmas Eve ! The tender 
mother, with poverty for a home, has from 
her scanty store saved up her mite, that goes 
to give the little ones a glad surprise. Her 
wealthy sister of position high, moved by 
unwonted impulse, has filled many a basket. 
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which, finding their way into humble homes, 
will cause the heart-beats of the poor to feel 
that wealth is not all selfish. The ragged 
newsboys on the street, and hard-worked 
factory girls, have dreamed and thought and 
planned of little ways in which to cheer on 
Christmas mom the ones they love. The 
toiling father's heart is warmer, and the eyes 
are brighter, as he pictures to himself the 
gladness of wife and children over the little 
presents so priceless in the eyes of love. The 
maiden and the youth, moved by purest affec- 
tion, have counted o'er and o'er again the 
pleasures of mysterious Christmas Eve and 
morn. Not simply for the earthly gifts is all 
this joy. Ah, no ! it is the love and tenderness 
which give them birth ; and back of all, the 
Holy Child which made them possible. The 
meek and lowly throughout the land are 
waiting for the early dawn, to hasten to the 
house of God, where the Incarnate Lord will 
meet with them. Oh, sweetest night of all 
the course of history, when eternity pierces 
time, and earth is lifted up to the plane of 
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heaven ! In every home expectancy is watch- 
ing, and hearts are cheered by the glint of 
hope; while churches and altars, beautified 
by loving hands, are waiting the Advent of 
their Guest and Lord. 

*Tis almost inconceivable that anv intelli- 
gence, however wicked, could look on all this 
loveliness of life, and pine to damn it with the 
blackest curse; but this did Satan and his 
followers assay to do. In vain they seek a 
place of entrance for their poison. Never yet 
on Christmas Eve has Beelzebub a victory 
won. Pour into the lungs of men the atmos- 
phere enriched by angels, inebriate their 
hearts with joy and generous gladness, and 
the devil nowhere finds a fulcrum on which to 
try his power. 

Sweeping with a single glance his ugly eye 
o'er cities populous and peaceful hamlets, he 
sneered unto his own : 

"Let this accursed race but taste of slum- 
ber; let this mad intoxication subside in 
sleep; let faculties that feed themselves on 
sickly sentiment but sink to quiet, and then 
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with one accord we'll change the current of 
intention, dry tap the heart and paralyze this 
maudlin sympathy." 

Now comes sweet slumber ; deep sleep has 
settled over all ; quiet as the grave but for the 
breathing of the sleepers and the rustling of 
angel garments. 'Tis God's night, reserved for 
Him alone. Let hell's furies rave ; they rave 
in vain. The little child with parted lips is 
smiling in its dreams ; visions fair stand out 
to maid and youth; father and mother and 
gray-headed pilgrims see childhood's days 
again, and seem to hear the story of the shep- 
herds and the flock. Good angels guard the 
earth around, and the mutterings and impre- 
cations bf Lucifer and his, pierce not the hol- 
low of the sleepers' ears. 

The hour of midnight came, and high 
above the little town of Bethlehem the great 
hallelujah chorus of eternity was sung, while 
Jesus, Very God and Very Man, looked down 
with tender memory and everlasting love. 
Then, quick as thought, the mighty host sep- 
arated and sped away to minister to the 
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Christmas joys of those who should be salva- 
tion's heirs. 

See, now, toward the east silver streaks 
are trembling upward, promise of the coming 
mom. Golden network mantles in the heav- 
ens, until the room of every sleeper receives a 
portion of the flood of light. With happy 
thoughts the world awakes, and does not 
know that angels screened off power of evil 
all the night. Soon the dear old sun shoves 
his gigantic disc of gold above earth's rim, 
and throws a sheen of glory over all. Churches 
and chapels, most beautiful within, are chim- 
ing out their invitations sweet; the choirs 
joyfully carol: 

" Come hither, ye faithful, 

Triumphantly sing ! 
Come, see in the manger 

The angels* dread King ! 
To Bethlehem hasten 

With joyfal accord ; 
Oh, come ye, come hither 

To worship the Lord !*' 

Before the gold and white decked altars 
stand the priests, while streets are busy with 
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the hurrying feet of eager worshippers. Wag- 
ons and messengers begin to pass from street 
to street ; bundles and baskets, verbal mes- 
sages and written words of greeting, stir the 
hearts and fan the kindly feeling of universal 
brotherhood. Sun climbs to zenith, and in 
every Christian land the thanksgiving cheer 
of midday meal ascends as fragrant incense, 
past watching angels, to the presence of the 
King Eternal, invisible. 

Beelzebub and devils all, high above the 
earth, kept there by powers angelic, looked 
down with most malignant hate on scenes of 
happiness they had no power to mar. Cru- 
sade of Satan against disciples of the Christ 
had failed at every point, as ever must it fail 
when followers of the Lord stand close by their 
Leader's side. The grace of the loving Christ 
is more than commensurate with the wicked- 
ness of the evil one, whenever the eyes are 
lifted up and the feet are struggling onward. 

Lucifer begins to speak in tones as loud 
as thunder, and discordant as the rattling 
and confusion of earth's contending armies. 
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But hark ! the noise is hushed, and music that 
ravishes the ear and thrills the heart conies 
floating down to earth. It is the choir ser- 
aphic ! Oh, how wondrously they sing : 

We praise Thee^ O God : we acknowledge 
Thee to be the Lord, 

All the earth doth worship Thee : the 
Father everlasting. 

To Thee all angels cry aloud : the heavens 
and all the powers therein; 

To Thee cherubim and seraphim : continu- 
ally do cry, 

O Lordy in Thee have I trusted : let me 
never be confounded! 
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COME day when sin is conquered, may angels come 
and whisper ; 

The mount of stumbling shall no more by weary feet 

be prest ; 
Away from murky cloud-lands, breathe air of heaven's 

mountains ; 
For doubtless He will give to all His seeking children 

rest. 



I I 




XI. 



Cont>et6e on Hiob* 

TERNITY pierces time; the visible and 
invisible interpenetrate. Time and eter- 
nity, matter and spirit, all are of God, 
and are not separated by any walls of parti- 
tion. They are interdependent parts of God's 
great building in as real a sense as are the 
hand and foot, the ear and eye essential to 
integrity of human body. All parts of God's 
handiwork articulate. We grasp this not in 
all its truth just yet; but when man shall 
have passed from the training-school of the 
natural to the higher plane of nature glori- 
fied, much that now he sees, as through a 
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glass darkly, will then stand out clear before 
his vision. 

We are encompassed by wonders which we 
never see, and waves of ether vibrate with 
sounds we never hear. When this corruptible 
shall have put on incorruption, and this 
mortal shall have put on immortality, new 
worlds of beauty and of harmony will ap- 
pear ; and still beyond them all, will be infinite 
possibilities of experience and of richness un- 
explored. A passing touch of all this glory 
came, when eye and ear of man observed with 
wonder, those sights and sounds which brush 
of painter ne'er can place on canvas, nor com- 
poser's pen e'er write for music of earth's 
instruments. 

High above the plane where men do dwell, 
and farther in extent than human eye could 
reach, the countless legions of hell's and heav- 
en's armies were assembled. On the left, 
midst blackest darkness, restlessness personi- 
fied, sat Beelzebub. On right, in calm of glory 
bright, appeared the mighty Gabriel. Stretch- 
ing back, in outlines foul and ugly, were the 
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hosts of hell: against them, in the sweetest 
light of heaven, stand the servants true, of 
God Almighty. 

Stillness as of death did reign, for a little 
time, like the awful lull at sea, before the hur- 
ricane smites the waters and the ships with 
fury; then Satan, with rapid movement of his 
massive arms, that caused the air to beat 
upon the earth, began to speak to Gabriel, 
the sin and pride and hatred of his nature. 

** Gabriel, I am accused of pride, but if 
there be in all this universe, a heart and mind 
filled and lifted up with pride, that heart and 
mind are thine. I knew it in the long ago, 
when we were still together, and marked 
that while you urged me to sustain obedience 
to the Almighty, yet you yourself were yield- 
ing that obedience, because it gave you place 
near to the throne. You prostitute the free- 
dom of your will, because the gift, it brings 
doth feed your pride. Virtue with you and 
men is given for a price ; and yet you both do 
boast and pray and sing of motive unalloyed. 
You lie; and if your King but should remove 
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the pride on which your sycophancy feeds, 
your baseness and hypocrisy would soon 
appear. 

**I came to earth with purpose full de- 
clared, and here I drew my followers, on 
what you call your holy night, to damn, with 
retribution just, your meek-faced, simpering 
sons of men. For a time I fail; you seem 
triumphant, but seed will bear its fruit. 
Does not the book from which you sing the 
praises of your God, declare of these same 
men of earth; *they are altogether become 
abominable; there is none that doeth good, 
no, not one?* Wherein is it written: *He 
came unto His own and His own received 
Him not? * I bide my time. The seed I cast 
upon the earth is swelling, and the fruit 
approaches. I seem to fail, but only seem. 
As I now return to hell, I breathe out pesti- 
lence in the atmosphere of earth; I place 
as sentries everywhere, my servants with 
blighting curses; and I go to make the 
place and state to which all earth will 
come, worthier of the falsehood and de- 
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ceit, now covered by the mantle of your foul 
hypocrisy." 

And as he ended thus his speech, the heav- 
ens trembled w^ith the mutterings of assent, 
by all the imps of darkness. 

Unmoved by anger and excitement, but 
with that calm and gentleness which right- 
eousness and good intent do always give, 
Gabriel replied : 

** Satan, it is not in my heart to hate you, 
although the sin which fills you is hateful to 
us all. 'Tis true, we live and act by motive, 
and near to the Father's throne we love to 
dwell. Pride we do feel, that God doth see 
aught in us worthy of companionship; and 
feed we do upon the blessed thought that in 
His presence we may stand. We serve for a 
reward : that reward, God's glory, and peace 
and happiness to ourselves. You best do 
know whether 'tis sweeter to reign in hell 
than to serve in heaven. The bitterness of 
your lot cannot be deepened, nor should it be 
if possible it were, by any word or act of mine. 
Your high boasting is but the cry of a spirit. 
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self-banished from its Maker, and vainly cry- 
ing for its own encouragement. As touching 
men 'tis true that God alone is good, for 
through you, man has fallen, and sin in every 
human heart has lodgment found; but long 
ago, on Calvary, a fountain new was opened 
for sin and all uncleanness ; and in its waters, 
flowing o'er the earth, may all be washed. 
The coldness and the blindness with which 
sin afilicts mankind, is pierced and driven 
hence by love and beauty of the dying Christ, 
now glorified. Your worst already has been 
done; I tremble not at threat of pestilence 
and damnation. God will protect His own, 
and pitying angels will keep faithful watch. 
I came to earth to baflBe you, with strength 
of God ; this has been done. Now, since you 
are homeward bound, I will myself return to 
the eternal Presence, leaving angels for these 
temporal ministrations. Sing, O heavens, 
and give ear, O earth.'* 

Then came in clearest, sweetest tones from 
angel chorus, this song of the Lamb : 

^^ Behold i the tabernacle of God is with 
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men; and He will dwell with them; and they 
shall be His people; and God Himself shall be 
with them and be their God,** 

I said they sang in sweetest tones, and 
sweet they were, to ears of faith ; but repel- 
lent, to evil ones. Wilful sin and foul intent, 
hate harmony; and so, while angels sang, 
pandemonium went slinking back and back, 
until the music ceased, and then the voice of 
Satan sounded once again : 

** Valiant soldiers of my mighty host, we 
lay no claim to love of truth, if truth mean 
servile bondage to the God of Gabriel. Rebel 
we do, and glory in it; yet even we can 
healthfully despise the inconsistencies and 
lies of those who throw aloft their banner, 
inscribed with motto of adherence to eternal 
truth. Look now, how Gabriel and his pious 
myriads, lay claim to nearly all, if not quite 
all, mankind. Mark well the words of their 
great Master, whose praises they are ever 
singing : * straight is the way, and narrow is 
the gate, and few there be that find it' : and 
again: *many are called but few chosen.' 
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These words are on our side. Look now to 
earth and take a panoramic view of Christian 
churches: does not the sight confirm the 
Master's sayings ? Gaze on the throng with 
Baptismal marks upon their foreheads: what 
see you? Mothers, careless of their children's 
habits ; fathers, long since oblivious of their 
early vows; business men, bowing at mam- 
mon's altar; legislative halls, fountains of 
corruption; art and culture vaunting their 
superiority to Christian creeds ; youth break- 
ing from restraint and wandering at will. 
Look closely now, my friends, and see how 
few there be who keep their minds and hearts 
staid on their God. The sight inspires me 
with new resolution. The way is narrow 
because few there be to walk in it: few are 
chosen because so few will listen to the Mas- 
ter's invitation. I am content : we'll hasten 
back to hell, and wait the richness of the 
promised harvest." 

**0h, Satan, for the last time in all eter- 
nity, speak I now to the arch-enemy of God 
and all His creatures. Speak I not in hope of 
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changing you, but that men may hear my 
answer to your slander of the Holy Spirit of 
Jehovah. God the Son hath redeemed all 
mankind: they are bought with a price and 
are not their own; neither are they yours 
except by theft. So far as the heavens are 
from the earth, or the Ea&t from the West, 
so far has He made it possible for men to be 
separated from their sins. Jesus of Nazareth 
is no local or temporal Saviour. He wills 
eternal life to all. Claim all mankind we do, 
and labor for them we will till end of time. 
Love is more powerful than hate. In the ful- 
ness of time God became Incarnate, and placed 
His completed, visible kingdom upon its feet, 
and bade it travel through time and o'er the 
earth. That kingdom's life is power in pro- 
cess. At first its growth was slow. At the 
great Pentecostal Feast, when three million 
people were in and about the Holy City, and 
the apostles preached with tongues, three 
thousand only were baptized: all were called, 
but few were chosen at that time. The nar- 
rowness of the \sray and gateis not arbitrary ; 
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the width is widened as the followers increase. 
The soldiers of the cross have multiplied, and 
ages have pressed its borders, until to-day its 
width encompasses one-third of human kind. 
All kingdoms of the earth are small at their 
beginning; so was it with the kingdom of the 
Son of Man. We look not blindly at the 
faults, Beelzebub, which you discern in Christ- 
ian Churches ; only, like our Master, we are 
long-suffering, willing not that any- should 
perish. Mothers, fathers, youth, all are 
touched with sin, we know^. Inherited weak- 
ness, temptations within and without, are 
universal. Yet well we know that many a 
one who seems so poor a follower of His 
Lord, is struggling in a secret battle which 
mortal eye doth ne'er behold. We see it all, 
and in that hidden struggle do see redemp- 
tion's hope. Hence do we minister and 
pray and praise and wait, as prisoners of 
hope. 

** Farewell, oh Beelzebub, once dearer to 
me than all else save my God ! Would that 
my memory could lose its grasp of all that 
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period of your existence, since rebellion cast 
you down ; and that those noble days, when 
your true loyalty did shine, were the only 
memories that touched me when thoughts of 
mine do turn to thee ! Farewell for all eter- 
nity! — unless — ah well! — God is God— the 
outcome, in the ages far along. He only 
sees!'' 

No sound from Satan in response; but 
quick as lightning he and his dart oflF in space. 
A trailing cloud of darkness mark their way, 
and soon the atmosphere of earth is purified 
from presence of Beelzebub, and hell receives 
again its king. 

Thus Christmas-day was passing ; but ere 
the sun was set and Gabriel departed to 
stand once more in presence of Jehovah, the 
earth and the angels sang, each to the other, 
this hymn responsive : 

Earth : 

Almighty Creator, all praise to Thy power, 
So wondrously imaged in works of Thy hand ; 

The heavens above us, with miracles studded ; 
The earth with its richness of sea and of land. 
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Angels : 

Yes, power belongs to Jehovah eternal, 
But love is the root of His forces in nature ; 

His might is directed by love and by mercy ; 
The Highest descends to His lowliest creature. 

Earth: 

Almighty Redeemer, all praise for redemption, 
Completely wrought out by Thy death and Thy rising: 

Thine arms are extended ; Thy embrace is inclusive ; 
All creatures in heaven and on earth, fain comprising. 

Angels : 

Yes, Jesus, the Saviour, has o^^ened the pathway ; 

The veil of the temple is taken away : 
God descended to earth : man ascended to heaven : 

They two are united for eternity's day. 

Earth : 

All praise to the Spirit : from the Son and the Father 
Sent forth to make holy the lives of the willing; 

For His is the voice which speaks to our conscience. 
And His is the peace which our sorrow is stilling. 

Angels : 

Yes, holy is Father and holy is Son, 

And holy is Spirit, three Mighties in one: 
Creation, redemption and sanctification. 

Complete the great work, and salvation is done. 
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Earth : 

Dear Father, we're sinful ; dear Saviour, we're wandering ; 

Oh, Spirit Divine, we're unworthy Thy pleading; 
Our will so rebellious ; our efforts so lifeless ; 

And yet every hour, Th\' sweet gifts we are needing. 

Angels : 

Dear children of earth, a true King is Thy Saviour; 

Thy weakness of nature in fulness He knoweth : 
His grace and forgiveness will take thee to heaven ; 

But not the few works which thy poor nature doeth. 

Earth : 

Oh angels of light, come and banish our darkness; 

And take us from ways that are wilful and sinning; 
And lift us on high, where the light is supernal : 

Where wills cleave to Jesus, and all things are winning. 

Angels : 

Dear children of earth, endure as true soldiers ; 

Thy Saviour reserves for th3' crowning, a da\', 
When the sin and the sorrow, rebellion and darkness, 

Shall flee like a shadow, at morning, away. 

THE END. 
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